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	1. Chapter 1: The Fallen

_**The Hero Reborn**_

_**Chapter 1: The Fallen**_

Stoick watched in horror as the large dragon queen plummeted to the ground. Hiccup and his dragon still flying inches away from her now flaming jaws. He watched frozen to the spot as hiccup shot back toward the queens almost falling into her mouth.

However at the last minute he maneuvered around her and began to fly up, scaling the large mountain of a dragon.

When the beast finally collided with the ground she erupted. The sound that emitted from the explosion was almost deafening, to the point where stoick had to cover his ears and duck his had in an attempt to relieve the tremendous pressure on his eardrums.

Fire erupted into the sky in the shape of a large mushroom, the flames heat melting some of the swords and axes that lay abandoned on the rocky field in the Vikings mad dash to the boats. Stoick could feel his arms begin to develop sun burns as he used them to shield his face.

He struggled to breath in the thick cloud of smoke that slithered its way into his lunges and threatened to choke him.

The feeling was so intense stoick was sure he was going to die. However after a few short minutes the flames died down and the smoke, although still thick in the air, began to thin out enough for him to breath.

Stoick let his arms fall down to his sides as he took in the scene that lay before him. Ash was raining down from the sky like snow and a thin layered already coated the ground. The sky was blocked by smoke as it rose to blot out the sun. Large chunks of charred bones and dragon meat lay across the field, some still burning. Looking behind him he saw his people beginning to right themselves as they realized that the explosion had ceased.

Then stoick felt his blood run cold as he thought of where hiccup was when the large dragon met the ground. Turning he began running full pelt in the direction he thought the dragon had landed. Thousands of gruesome thought ran through his head as he dashed through the ash and smoke. Shaking them out of his head he trying to focus himself on finding his son amidst to rumble, but one thought kept running through his mind, _Please don't let him be dead, please let him be alive._

When he reached the lower part of the rocky gray beach he spotted a figure lying atop the ash a little ways ahead. Feeling hope raise in his chest he sprinted towards it. As he drew closer to the dark figure he could make out the shape of the night fury his son had been riding. Stoick felt his hopes soar and begin to restore function to his frozen heart as he approached the dragons still form.

But as he drew near he realized that hiccup was not on the dragon back, he was nowhere in sight.

Stoick felt his knees give out from underneath him as his hopes came crashing down. The dragon sensed the large man's presence and lifted his somber head, fixing it's large yellows eyes on the chief.

"is he…oh Odin please no…is he…. " Stoic struggled to say the word because he knew as soon as it left his lips it would be like putting the final nail in the coffin, that reality would come crashing in with sharp force.

The chief swallowed hard past the lump that had formed in his throat. The dragon seemed to understand his struggle. The unspoken question lay like thick smoke in the air. Slowly the night fury unfurled his long black wings and lying curled up in the dragon's arms was the pale and battered figure of his rider….and red.

There was blood everywhere. It pooled around the boy like a large pond. It was thick and smelled of iron. It poured slowly out of his left leg, which was twisted at an impossible angle.

"NO, NO, NO" stoick yelled in anguish as he reached for the lifeless for of his only son, removing him from the dragons gentle grasp, not caring when blood covered his arms and hands.

When stoick lifted the boy the bottom half of his leg almost came clean off as it dangled by small strands of skin and muscle tissue.

Stoick wrenched his helmet of and shoved his large head into his son's bird cage of a chest. Listening, hoping, searching for the small beating sound that would indicate life.

But no matter how hard or long he pushed his head against the boy's chest he was meet with nothing but silence. The once bright and determined boy was now a hollow shell. Stoic felt his heart stop and his breath seize in his throat. Vikings don't cry. It was a rule, especially if your stoic the vast. There was nothing less masculine then showing emotion, however in this case stoic was sure the gods would forgive him.

He felt the large hot drops leak from his tightly shut eyes as he rocked his boy to his chest.

Hiccup was all he had had left but in his idiotic stubbornness he'd said such cruel things to him, and he'd never get the chance to apologize, to make up for it, for everything.

Stoick only now realized how foolish he'd been now that his precious boy lay lifeless and bleeding in his arms. It felt like an eternity that he sat there holding the child when he heard a commotion behind him. Turning his large head he looked to see the rest of the villagers, Astrid in particular, crying. Crying for the boy they'd barely known, let alone liked.

Anger weld up in the chiefs chest. 'how dare they' he thought furiously ' how dare they, they who never knew him, they who treated him with such contempt'.

However this thought made the once proud chief look away from his fellow villagers in shame, after all hadn't he done the same? To his own son no less, his own son who'd had no one else to turn to.

Had it really been so bad that the only one who would ever understand the boy and love him was his enemy? Not even his own people had given him that. His greatest enemy had given his son what he had not, and for that stoic felt ashamed, to the point is felt like his soul might tear in half.

Uneven footsteps echo in the silence beside stoick and a large hand fell on the chiefs broad shoulders in a comforting gesture. Lifting his head he saw tears falling for his best friends eyes, Gobber had practically raised the boy after all and thought of hiccup as his own son in away.

"Stoick I'm….I'm so sorry" Gobber managed to choke out. "He died a hero…..and a better man then all of us, hiccup was a true Viking"

Gobber looked over the small boy tucked in his friend's arms. Hiccup looked so peaceful, almost as if asleep, but those vivid green eyes would never open again, that quirky mouth would never utter another sarcastic remark. And he would never know just how much he was loved.

Another pair of shoes could be heard approaching the two Vikings. And a man cleared his throat in an almost awkward manner.

"I'm sorry for your loss chief. He was a brave man." Spitlout said his face looking grim. "And I'm sorry to disturb your moment of grief but, sir, the ships have been destroyed, how do we plan on returning to Berk?" he asked feeling guilt for bringing this up when the chief was obviously in no shape to be helping anybody.

"oh for Thor's sake could you give the man a few minutes, he just lost his son" Gobber said fighting the urge to bludgeon the man.

"No, he's right. As the chief I need to think of the needs of my people, and right now that means finding a way of this island and back home." Slowly stoick rose from his spot in the ashes and, with hiccup still clutched firmly in his arms, he turned to address his people. "We need to salvage what's left of the boats and construct a vessel big enough to bring a fare few of us back at a time. Astrid and the others can help fly a few people back with their dragons. We need to be off this island in the next few days."

When stoic spoke his voice was filled with cold steal but to the trained ear, like Gobber, he could here all the emotion just barely being held back by a small barrier. "For now set up camp."

With that said stoick turned back to where the night fury lay still covered in a thin layer of ash. Stoic regarded the creature and big yellow saucer eyes stared back almost as if considering whether or not to trust this man.

Stoick walked forward and bent down next to the dragon, placing a large chubby fingered hand on its black scaly head. Stoic looked into those intense eyes searching for an answers to a questions he wasn't even aware of.

The dragon stared back, intelligence and sorrow pooling together. If dragons could cry stoic was sure there would have been tears coming out of its large eyes.

"Thank you, thank you for being there for him….in a way I never could. Thank you for loving my son, thank you." Stoick almost started crying again as the dragon listen to his words.

Toothless pushed himself up onto his short legs with some difficulty as he struggled to maintain his balance through the pain coarsening through his body. Turning its large head the dragon sniffed at the body of his fallen rider and stoic could have sworn he heard a cry like moan escape its jaws.

Toothless rubbed his head against the cheek of the small Viking whining like an animal in pain. And in that moment stoick finally understood what his son had seen in this creature. It ability to comprehend the situation was amazing and its eyes were alight with such intelligence it was almost frightening, but it moved with grace and dignity.

Toothless truly was a noble creature. And the chief was all that once stricken with deep respect for the dragon that had been his son's greatest friend, and grief that his son would never ride his dragon again.

Stoick's eye's moved to the dragons back and tail. The saddle was badly damaged, with angry black scorch marks covering most of its once maple brown surface.

Stoick followed the wires connecting from the saddle, down the length of the dragon's body down to the tip of its tail with his eyes. It was then that he noticed the missing tail fin.

All that was left of the handmade leather tail fin was hot metal bars bent and twisted in various directions, almost like branches coming of the tip of the creature's tail.

As he looked over the dragon's body he noticed amongst his already dark scaled were patches of blood seeping out of even blacker burns and gashes. And that's when it hit him. This dragon almost died trying to save his son.

Suddenly all the guilt came back, crashing in like a tidal wave upon the shore.

He turned his head away and, still holding the still bleeding body of his son, walked slowly toward the entrance of a small cave. And there he placed his boy on the ground beside him as he sat in silent vigil.

~Chapter 1 end~

* * *

><p>I've written a few stories but this is my first time actually posting any of my fanfic so please go easy on me. I really hope you like it so far. How to Train your draogn is one of my all time favorite movies and I'd been planning on writing a story for awhile. since finals just ended for me I'll be able to upload the next few chapters pretty quickly. I'd appreciate any reviews or constructive criticisms you can give me I really would like to know how you like it. So until next chapter, bye bye. :)<p> 


	2. Chap 2: The Return Journey

**Chapter 2**

**The Return journey **

By the time they managed to fashion a few ships from the wreckage, left by the battle, the sun had long since fallen beneath the horizon. Stoick still sat in the mouth of a small cave cradling hiccups cold body to his chest.

His tears had long since dried and numbness had crept in to replace it. His limbs felt like rocks, weighting him down like anchors. He didn't have the will power to move, he couldn't even muster the will power to speak when Gobber approached, inquiring after his health.

He just sat there, letting it all sink in. Somehow the fact that his son was dead still didn't seem real, even though he held his still form in his arms. Like if he just allowed himself to close his eyes and sleep that he would wake up still in his house back on Berk eating breakfast, with Hiccup eating silently across the table from him.

They'd had many morning like that, just eating silently, awkwardly avoiding the others gaze. Only now did Stoick realize just how wrong he'd been. Maybe, just maybe, if he had been a better father, been more attentive and understanding, maybe then his son wouldn't be lying dead in his lap.

Stoick was shaken from his thoughts as he felt a heavy hand rest on his large shoulder. Looking up, his eye's meet with the sad gaze of the blacksmith, Gobber.

"We're ready ta ship out Stoick." He said in a gruff voice indicating that he to had been crying. Looking at his Chief, and best friend, Gobber could see the emotional turmoil in his eyes, He'd never seen his friend look so down cast, not even when his wife had left. Not knowing what else to do Gobber straightened and cleared his throat "whenever yer ready " and with that he turn and walked back to the shore line.

Stoick slowly began pick himself up off the ground, which proved to be difficult when he didn't have the use of one of his arms, seeing as one of them was still clasping hiccup to chest. As he finally got to his feet he felt one of his legs give out underneath him from having been sitting on it for hours. His hold on hiccup began to loosen has he felt his large body begin to fall back to meet the earth. However his dissent was halted when he felt the large head of toothless catch him under his arm, pushing him back up on to his feet.

The chief had just about forgotten the dragon's presence while he sat in the cave; however the creature had not once left his side.

"Thank you" he whispered, feeling genuinely grateful for the creature's quick reaction. After all if he fell he might have dropped hiccup.

Righting himself, and readjusting his hold on hiccup, Stoick walked slowly down the shoreline to where the ships lay waiting in the shallow water.

At a distance the ships seemed fine but upon close examination Stoick could see just how damaged the vessels were. The patches were made out of every material the Viking had managed to salvage, some were even large scales left over from the queen. Without the patches Stoick imagined the haul would have looked similar to swish cheese, now it looked like the front of an apron after years of wear and tear with all its patches, like metals of honor. Stoick was surprised they were even floating.

"Don't worry". Gobber said hobbling up the stoicks side. "They may look ruff but they'll do the job fine."

"Are you sure that they can handle every ones weight.". Stoick said, giving the patches a suspicious glance.

"bout half of the men 'ave already been taken away by dragon, were all that's left, so it shouldn't be a problem." Gobber said with a sign his voice betraying his exhaustion.

Stoick all of a sudden felt very guilty. As he got a better look at his men he could see just how tired they all were. After all they'd spent the last day building and repairing the ships while he'd sat there and felling sorry for himself.

Hanging his head and avoiding the eyes of his men he trudged forward onto the ship, the boards creaking under foot.

Stick walked to the front of the vessel Staring out at the sea, looking past the large black claw like rocks that were jutting out of the eerily still water. Everything was silent for a moment as the Viking watched their chief with quiet sympathy waiting for orders.

The whole world seemed to capture the chiefs mood. The atmosphere was thick with it. The water began to lick furiously at the boat as if it to felt the chief's pain, crying out in protest at the loss of the young dragon rider.

Stoick let a small tear fall form his still swollen eyes, letting it roll down his cheek to fall with a silent splash upon the wooden floor of the ship.

He stood there for what seemed like an eternity, gazing out at the ocean, his son in his arms, dragon at his side. Minutes passed before the chief seemed to return to reality, and his shoulders noticeably straightened before sagging once again as he let out a large sign.

Without turning he cleared his throat and, with a gruff voice, he finally spoke "Set sail…were going home." And within moments the ship slowly drifted out to sea, zigzagging through the claws of the nest as it began its journey back to Berk.

* * *

><p>By the time they docked their ships back at Berk's harbor it was midday. The villagers that had stayed behind filled the docks as they rushed to assist the returning warriors and aid the remaining wounded.<p>

Stoick made to leave the ship but before he could step one foot onto the docks he heard a sharp gasp followed by several more raise out of the crowd. Their eye's widened and many moved their hands to their backs and hips to grab weapons that were hanging from various buckles and latches.

Stoick, surprised by the sudden hostility turned to follow their gaze. As soon as he did though his surprise was instantly smothered out as he saw whom the hostility was aimed at. Toothless was standing behind him, looking around at all the vikings with caution as he kept his distance from the dock.

Realizing that they might not know about what had occurred at the nest he opened his mouth to reassure the villagers, however was cut off by a voice from the crowd.

"Chief Stoick, the nightfury has gotten loose!" One particularly frightened Viking shouted while raising an axe high above his head ready to strike in case the dragon thought to make a move on his chief.

"Put that down ya twit." Gobber said exasperated. "this dragon doesn mean any harm."

"how could you possibly know that." The Viking returned, his eye's narrowing in suspicion as he continued to gaze at the dragon, not averting his eyes even when the creature's large yellow saucers meet his own and letting out a low growl. Many of the other Viking began to mutter their agreements of the Viking sentiments, their voices rising to a loud roar of collective voices.

"Because he saved our lives." Stoick said raising his voice to be heard over the cacophony of voices. "You will show him respect." He finished with more ferocity in his voice then he meant but it had the desired effect.

The crowd went silent in an instant as they stared with wide mouths at their chief's words. Stoick The Vast who hated dragons, stoick who had made it his life mission to destroy the nest, stoick who had shunned his own blood for befriending a dragon, was now defending a nightfury.

Of course they had been told by the other teens about the events that had transpired at the nest but many still had doubts about the dragons, how could they turn around, after all the destruction they'd caused, and call them friends. It was impossible. But here was Stoick, the one man they thought would never change, proving them wrong.

With stunned Silence they watched as their chief made his way down the dock, parting to let him, and the dragon, though. It was only then that People began to notice the form curled up their chiefs large arms.

Astrid and the other rides had returned riding on their dragons a day ago and had told them of the young Vikings passing and of his noble sacrifice. How Hiccup had died defending a village full of people that had done nothing but treat him with cruelty his entire life. They couldn't bring themselves to look Stoick in the eye as he passed, holding the limp body of his son in his arms. The man looked destroyed, like he'd had the weight of the world on his shoulders and had been crushed by it. His eyes were swollen and red, and his complexion was almost as pale as the boy's in his arms.

Guilt permeated the air, like a smoke, making it hard to breath. The villagers hung their heads low in shame, watching their chief ascend the stairs from the docks into Berk, the dragon shadowing him closely all the way.

Stoick pushed through more onlookers as he made his way to the funeral house, the village elder already waiting for him at the doors to the building.

She regarded her chief with empathy in her aged eyes, wisdom and experience swirling in her dark irises. If anyone understood his pain then it would be her. She'd lost her daughter during a particularly bad raid a few years ago.

Stoick followed the short elderly women into the large wooden cabin like structure without so much as a word exchanged between them. Then, following her lead he placed Hiccup's body on the long table covered with a large black wool blanket that had the Berk crest knitted into it in red.

Stoick straightened the body out so that hiccup lay on his back instead of his side, and straightened his limbs so that they were neatly positioned at his side.

After he finished he gazed down at his son, it was only then that he realized just how much hiccups appearance had changed.

He was still covered in scratches but the blood had become hard and crusted, cracks spread over the dark splotches like a spider web. His skin had taken a frighteningly gray tone instead of the healthy pink tone he had one sported. His face looked sunken in and his body temperature had dropped so low that Stoick felt like he was touching an ice cube. And the smell.

Stoick hadn't noticed it before but the spot where hiccups leg had been severed was beginning to rot, which caused a smell that was so foul it stung his eyes and almost made him want to wretch.

Stoick had to cover his mouth with his hand so as to prevent himself from breaking down again. It was only then that the fact Hiccup was dead had final became real to him, seeing his son laying on the table ready to be prepped for his Viking sendoff was the final nail in the coffin., as the cold reality of it all finally sunk in.

He didn't cry or shout. When the elder took his hand in her own frail ones he glanced down at her, and there he saw what he needed. It wasn't forgiveness, or pity, no nothing of that sort; he didn't deserve to be forgiven. It was . She didn't look at him with guilt like the others, which was good because he didn't want to hear any half assed apologies, the ones that people sloppy strung together in an attempt to absolve themselves. What he wanted was someone to share in his pain, to understand.

Stoick stood there for a moment just allowing himself to fell, tuning everything else out as he concentrated on his emotions, allowing them to swirl around inside him and coil around his heart like a chain. Steeling himself for what he had to do next.

Then silently he let go of the elder's hand, turned and left.

She stared after him remembering her own pain as she watched stoick walk, like he was in a daze, toward the great hall.

End Chapter 2

* * *
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	3. Chapter 3: Do we deserve to be saved?

Disclaimer:

I do not own How to train your dragon, all rights to the characters belong to Dreamworks and Cressida Cowell.

* * *

><p>Chapter 3: Do we deserve to be saved?<p>

Stoick pushed open the large wooden door to the great hall. Walking in he noticed that most of the village had already gather inside and were scattered around the large room, talking amongst themselves in small groups.

As he walked toward the center of the room several people began to take notice of the chief's presence. They turn watching, talking in hurried whispers and murmurs, which quickly turned to silence as the chief gazed around the room.

A long pregnant silence filled the air as they all stood, regarding the chief. However a few voice began to rise above the crowd breaking through the silence to cascade along the walls.

"Chief Stoick, what do we do now?"

"Are the dragons really gone?"

"What about the Nightfury?"

"Is Hiccup really dead?"

Many more voice began to rise in unison, voicing similar concerns; the volume kept rising until it became a cacophony of sound, indistinguishable to the chief's ears.

Stoick waited patiently for the voices to settle, and die down. However his silence was only meet with more questions and the volume rose impossibly higher.

Irritated, Stoick took a large breath in, letting his lungs fill to capacity. Then, raising his voice so he could be heard above the chaos, he shouted, "SILENCE!" letting his air fuel his words. His voice was booming, reverberating around the room, and any and all who had been talking quickly shut their mouths, effectively silencing the room once more.

"I will answer yer questions, but one at a time." Stoick said rubbing his temple with his thumb and forefinger as if to dispel a headache.

Walking to the front of the room, he hoisted himself up to stand on top of one of the large oak tables, so he could be heard and seen above the crowd.

"Now, I will start with the few questions I heard." Stoick said with a sign. "yes, the dragons are gone. As I'm sure you've heard by now, the nest was emptied when my son faced the queen…..Hiccup…he …..sacrificed himself …."

There was a long pause after he mentioned Hiccup, talking about him brought back so much pain. The images from the funeral home all came flooding back, the agony filled his chest, threatening to over flow.

Stoick struggled to regain his composer as fresh tears rimmed his already swollen eyes. For the first time in his career as a chief, he felt helpless.

He was on the verge of yet another break down until a small pressure was felt on his shoulder Gobber's heavily callused hand lay there, like an anchor, pulling him back down from his despair and allowing him to refocus. A small smile of reassurance graced the aged blacksmiths face as Stoick turned to meet his gaze.

Stoick once again felt grateful for his old friends presence, realizing just how much he relayed on him to keep himself together. Gobber was like his rock ever since his wife left, his constant presence was almost a necessity at times, and never was it more needed then in that moment.

Feeling marginally less defeated under his friend's support, he straightened his shoulders to once again address the patiently awaiting crowd.

"The Nightfury is to be left alone…." But before he could even finish talking several voices rose up in protest.

"Don't ye remember what it did to us?"

"It's too dangerous!"

"It's a beast, we should kill it!"

"I will not negotiate this!" Stoick raised his voice, his anger obvious in the tone. "That "beast" just saved half of this village, it deserves our respect!" narrowing his eyes to two cold slits as he addressed the few who had spoken out against his decision.

"However…." he said getting back on track "we don't know if the other dragons will return or if they will still be a threat, so we will need to set up some sort of watch out system."

"Who will inherit the chiefdom now?" A rough looking man toward the front of the crowd asked, but a look of regret crossed his ragged features at the cold glare the chief shot his way, barley contained rage festering behind his slipping composure.

_How dare he, my son his dead for less than a week and their already trying to replace him. _Stoick felt his hand ball into tight fists as he began to tremble slightly, his anger staring to leak out.

The atmosphere grew heavy as the crowd watched their chief with apprehension, the interaction much like a bear ready to attack his prey.

Stoick felt his anger fill him, replacing the emptiness that had been eating away at his soul. Just as he was preparing to punch the ignorant man in Helhims gate, the grip on his shoulder tightened uncomfortably. The sudden pain brought reality crashing back as he realized that he had been gripping the top of his axe that hung ready at his side.

Remembering himself, Stoick released his grip on the weapon and took in a deep breath to calm himself. Realizing that if Hiccup had not been his son and he was in the other man's position, he probably would have asked the same. After all it was a legitimate concern.

Raising his hand to his forehead Stoick rubbed his temple again, a headache really starting to settle in as exhaustion crept in. "I'll decide on the details later for now I have a funeral to get ready for."

And with that he stepped down from the table and exited the building, the crowd separating to let him through, as he made his way out in to the courtyard, and then straight to his now empty house.

* * *

><p>After the chief had left the great hall and most of the villagers had filled out Astrid made to return home. She had been shocked at Stoick's behavior, one minute it looked like he might cry and the next he had been terrifying like a violent storm. She was sure that the chief was going to clobber the man, she now recognized as Spinthrust, after he had inquired about the inheritance.<p>

She'd never seen the chief show so much emotion before, but then again who could blame him, after all he'd just lost his son. Spinthrust had been callous. She'd felt such rage toward the man that it surprised herself. After all she to had been amongst those who'd detested the young man. But even when there was so many that doubted him, even hated him, he'd still done the impossible and saved them all.

Looking up she realized that her feet had carried her in an unexpected direction as she found herself standing at the entrance to the funeral home.

The building was new, just like all the rest. Intricate carvings of Valhalla and the gods adorned the ribbon like planks of wood that rose up on either side of the build to cross over each other at the top, making shallow arches. The building was long and wide with no windows, keeping the sun out.

Until the war Berk had never had a funeral home, there hadn't been much of a reason for it. But with the drastic increase in the death rate, the village council had decided to build a house for the bodies to be kept in until a proper funeral could be held.

Astrid regarded the building with some hesitation, wondering if she even had the right to see Hiccup, after all what relationship did they have?

Walking forward she gentle wrapped her slim finger around the hand and pushed the door open slowly, as if to not alert anyone inside the building to her presence.

The room was dark, lite by only a few small candles near the back of the room, and as she closed the door behind her she had to wait for her eye's to adjust.

After a few minutes she began to make out shapes in the darkness, one of which looked like a lumpy mass sitting on top of a table near the back of the room. Walking closer to the table she gasped as she realized what the mass was.

Hiccup look even more frail and thin then she remembered. His shirt had been removed so his skin could be washed and what she saw shocked her. Pale graying skin was pulled tight over a disturbingly protruding rib cage. Dark bruises where blood had pooled under the skin, glared up at her, contrasting sharply against the pale complexion, like ink blots on a page. Deep gashes crisscrossed this way and that like claw marks, dried blood caking the edges. And even though incense were burning on the side table, the smell of decaying flesh could still be distinguished through the sweet scented smoke. It was almost enough to make her gage. She had to look away and focus on her breathing, look somewhere, anywhere but the body lying on the table.

After a few minutes Astrid finally managed to calm her stomach enough to gaze back at the body, this time making an effort to only look at the face, so as to prevent herself from retching.

His face had less damage then the rest of his body in that only one stretch adorned his face, running from his right cheek bone down to his jaw, and only a few small bruises were present.

His cheeks were sunken in and dark purple shadows rimmed the bottom of his closed eyes. Even his once chestnut brown hair seemed to have dulled in color.

Astrid raised her hand and hesitantly placed it on his cheek stroking it with her thumb. The skin was ice cold to the touch and she would have mistaken it for stone had she not been looking at him.

Then without warning tears came flooding out of the young girl's eyes.

"Oh Hiccup, what have we done to you." She whimpered into her hands as she used them to cover her face.

This was their fault, everyone's, including hers. If only they'd listened, if only they'd tried to understand. Even though she'd come around in the end did it really matter? After all she'd tried him no better than dirt his whole life, so what if she regretted it now? It didn't make a difference in the the end and it definitely wasn't making wasn't making one now.

The guilt felt like it was crushing her soul in a tight grip squeezing harder with each tear she shed. Did she even deserve to cry? After all she'd barely known him. It was just some way to make herself feel like a better person, that by feeling sorrow for his passing it would somehow absolve herself of her past wrong doings.

She felt so retched, how could she have stood by and let it happen, how could she join the others in tormenting someone to the point off breaking…..but she had, and because of that, that someone was lying dead on the table before her.

Why had he done it? Why, after all if it, did he decided to save them? It would have been easier for him to abandon them to their fate. He could have flown far away to land where no one knew him, and forgotten about the village full of stubborn Vikings, with words aimed to slaughter.

Yet he hadn't, and because of that they had all been saved.

_Do we even deserve to be saved?_

Glancing down at the body once more, tears long since dried, she uttered the words that her pride as not let her say before.

"I'm sorry, I'm so…so sorry, you were right…always were"

But what did it matter if she was sorry, saying it wouldn't breathe life into his lungs, wouldn't pump his now immobile heart, or make his blood flow once again. If it would she would say it over and over, as many times as it took for it all to be okay again, like it was supposed to be. But it wouldn't, instead the words fell from her mouth as useless as pearls in mud.

She sat there in silence and in that moment she realized something, Hiccup was the only man she could ever truly call a hero.

Chapter 3 end

* * *
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><p>Chapter 4 : Hero Reborn<p>

By the time Hiccup's body had finished being prepared for the official Viking send off, the sun was hanging low in the sky. Casting deep shades of crimson over the dark storm clouds that had since rolled in.

Stoick had finished putting together the traditional offerings, and was now busying himself with placing the chosen objects in a small boat around his son.

Vikings had long believed that, to provide the deceased with comfort in the afterlife, they were to be sent off with essential things like food, clothing, and weapons. Seeing as the afterlife was believed to closely resemble the world of men, it only made since that the same items were necessary there as well.

Leaning over Stoick carefully placed a shield over the small boy's midsection, carefully adjusting it so their family crest lay straight. The shield was painted red with a liquorish black dragon coiled in the center, similar in shape to the Berk crest. However instead of a Monstrous Nightmare; a night fury's figure could easily be distinguished in the strong brush strokes.

Stoick had been trying very hard to prevent himself from looking at the boy's face throw-out his task, trying to create some sort of disconnect so as to prevent another break down. But, as he stood back to check his work, his gaze drifted, higher, and higher, until it landed upon a chestnut brown head of hair.

His stomach instantly did an involuntary flip as his heart rate quickened. No matter how many times he saw it he still couldn't get used to it, even as he stood before his son lying in his funeral boat, he didn't want to get used to it.

The skin was grayer and more sunken in then it was the previous day, and even though they had been mostly covered by the rich embroidered clothing that now adorned the boy, he could tell the bruises and gashes still littered the boy's delicate skin. The body lay peacefully in the boat, flower and various goods lining him on either side. His arms lay on his chest, small hands feebly grasping the hilt of his sword. They had put a red wool blanket over his legs to cover the still rotting stump, the Berk crest embroidered on the front in large gold tread.

His son is really, truly dead.

Stoick observed, with a strange numbness, that hiccup looked, if it was even possible, smaller than usual among all the offerings surrounding his tiny figure. It would have been almost funny if it hadn't been for the severity of the situation.

Another thing he observed was that, in the last few days he'd spent more time with his dead son then he ever had when hiccup was alive. His guilt only growing in strength with the thought, accompanied by images of his son's rotting corpse flashing through his mind.

Feeling a little sick Stoick grasped the side of the boat in an attempt to anchor is large body. His hands felt clammy and small beads of sweat began to form on his large brow, which was furrowed in concentration as he focused on anything but the still form of his son, trying not to lose his lunch.

Stoick had never been weak stomached when it came to this kind of stuff; he'd seen it often enough that he'd built up a sort of tolerance to it. He'd even been there when Gobber's hand had been viciously ripped from his arm, blood spattering everywhere, accompanied by a sickening crunching sound as the creature enjoyed his small snack. It had been disgusting to say the least, but when you were a Viking, losing a limb or two was an occupational hazard.

He'd seen countless men burned alive, eaten or just horribly wounded in the line of duty. But for some reason just seeing hiccup lying dead in a Viking equivalent of a coffin, was more than the chief could bear.

Just as he'd finally gotten his stomach to cease doing summer saults, he could make out a few pairs of footsteps approaching from behind.

Instantly straightening his posture to a more intimidating height, he turned to meet his new arrivals.

Gobber, Gothi (the village elder), and Spitlout stood in the entrance to the funeral home, toothless pushing his way through to stand near Hiccup.

When the dragon reached the boat he looked down onto his rider, and what happened next shocked them all.

A look of such deep sorrow, if a dragon could even feel it, graced the creature's dark features. The ear like flaps on top of its head drooped back; small pained whines escaped the dragon's mouth as he moved his large head to rest atop the small boy's, nuzzling into the soft brown locks.

Stoick wasn't sure if dragons could cry but no other word could describe what the Night fury was doing in that moment.

"stoick" the gruff voice of Gobber spoke from behind the chef. "it's time."

Turning away from the scene before him Stoick nodded. "I know"

Silently the men and toothless walked to individual corners of the boat and grasped the poles that jut out from underneath the small vessel.

In Berk it was tradition that the deceased where to sail off the water fall that feed into the ocean, the belief being that the soul of the person would fly out into the world. Seeing as the only waterfall that lead directly into the ocean was located at a lake deep in the forest, the boats had to be carried there.

When the men went to lift the small vessel it leaned slightly to the right do to the fact toothless was holding it on his back.

Slowly, so they wouldn't hit the edges of the door frame, they carried their cargo through the narrow entrance.

Stepping out into the fading light Stoick was greeted with a sight he did not expect.

The entire village, old and young, stood in the courtyard, torches in hand, waiting. Guilt and sorrow plainly visible on many faces as the chief swept his gaze over the crowd. Especially the young female Viking he recognized as Astrid. She almost looked uncomfortable, almost liked she did not think she deserved to be there. She stood, shoulders sagged and face turned down like she felt too ashamed to return Stoick's gaze.

In many ways Stoick understood, if anyone deserved to be standing here with his son, surely it was not him. After all, he realized with a bitterness that mad is mouth taste sour, he turned his back on the boy. While this girl had stood by his side in the end, even if it had only been for a short while, she had given his son something he never had. Support.

Feelings of shame returning in full force he averted his gaze to the ground, no longer able to meet the eyes of his clansmen. After all how could he clam to be a chief loyal to his people if he couldn't even show that same loyalty to his own flesh and blood? He was a fool.

Not looking up as the group slowly began to make their way through the crowd, bearing the boat and Hiccup, Stoick felt like each step he took sapped his energy. His legs felt like stone and he wasn't even sure how he was still moving, sure that at any moment his legs might betray him.

But they kept moving, through the village and into the trees, torch bearing Viking leading the men through the darkness while more brought up the rear.

The precession moved in utter silence, the only sound being those of footsteps and insects chirping in the forest. The air was thick with the dark mood that poured from the Vikings, covering them all in a dark shroud and weighing them down like heavy chains.

However at some point, Stoick became aware of a feminine voice being carried back to him on the breeze.

Gothi was singing,

Her voice echoed through the trees and flooded from her in such volume, despite her small body, that it sent shivers crawling up His spine. The ancient Norse song flowed with such elegance through the silence, dancing in the air only to wrap it's self around Stoick's heart, refusing to let go.

"Lay Down. Your sweet and weary head"

"Night is falling. You have come to Journey's end.

"Sleep now. And dream of the ones who came before."

"They are calling. From across the distant shore."

The words, like a verbal lament, only served to increase the pain that had already set like, a heavy stone in Stoicks slowly withering heart.

Soon Toothless began howling along with the elders words as if shouting to the gods, the grief in the creature's voice so powerful, it forced the tears that had been threatening to leak from the older man's eyes, to cascade down his cheeks to disappear into his long red beard.

By the time they reached the shore of the lake night had fallen, casing the torches to cast long shadows over the faces of the mourners.

Gothi's song came to an end as the men slowly placed the boat on the smooth surface, the water gently lapping at the vessel's sides.

And for a long moment they all stood, staring down at the small boy who had never looked bigger. Their savior, their hero, their….hiccup.

Gothi approached the boat, running her aged hands over the rough surface of the wood. Turning she regarded Stoick with a weak empathetic smile, her brows furrowed by sadness, which twisted her expression into a look of such pain, remembering when she had been in the same position long ago.

"Hiccup was…a good lad." She said stepping forward to do the eulogy, as was her duty as an elder. She'd delivered many in her time; more then she'd ever wish to count. She'd always felt some emotion. However she had never felt the sharp pain gripping her heart that she felt as she spoke her next words.

"He was better than most. He was born a hiccup, a runt of the litter. But somehow, away from our sight, he became a man, and not just a man, a hero. I'm only sorry that it had to be with his death, that we were finally able to see that." She said bitterly.

"We did not support this young man the way we should have, we shunned him for his differences and treated him no better than our enemies. For that we will never be able to absolve ourselves." She saw Stoick stiffen at her words, gripping his large hand into tight fists.

"Hiccup was a true Viking, and a man worthy of respect, and because of his acts of courage we are still here today, enjoying the first days of peace that our village has seen in many years." Relief evident in her voice.

"Today we honor his memory and pray that he finds his rightful place among the gods in Valhalla, for he has, a great deal more than most, earned it." And with that she stepped back, concluding her speech.

Slowly Stoick stepped forward toward the vessel once more. Looking down into his son's face for the last time he let the hot tear trail down his face and, with a heavy hand, he pushed the boat gently out and away from the shore.

As they watched the boat drift lazily out toward the center of the lake the storm clouds above began to leak small drops of water. Lightening began to crack and streak across the sky then racing down to collide into the lakes surface. Thunder roared loudly, echoing through the night like an animal in pain, almost as if the god's themselves lamented the young hero's passing.

Bolts of white hot electricity erupt over the water, getting closer to the vessel with each strike.

Then one finally found its mark dead on, striking the small boy square in the chest, crackling then spidering out to catch the side of the boat. The strike instantly catching the wooden surface alight.

The fire roared to life and dark smoke billowed upwards, spiraling into the sky.

The onlookers watched in mixed emotions of awe and horror at the scene.

Then almost as quickly as the fire began it started to dye leaving a ring of thick black smoke around the now charred boat.

What happened next would change Stoick's life forever, as the smoke began to pour into the boy. They could see everything as the lake was small and the vessel had only drifted about twenty or so feet out. And what they saw was so shocking that it would forever be talked about in legend.

As the dark smoke continued to pour into the boy his skin began to harden and become dark. Audible cracking sounds could be heard as his bones bent, cracked and rearranged themselves into a new configuration. His skin soon turned black, like it was being burned from the inside out and small oval like shapes began to cover the surface.

And so his once pale skin was replaced with hard, glossy, coal black scales. His spin extended out ward, bursting through his skin only for a new layer to stich it's self around the new appendage, forming a long tail.

His ears shrank and where replaced with to large car ear like flaps. Teeth grew in length and came to a point as well as his nails as they formed lethal claws and fangs.

His body grew four times its size as lean muscle began to develop. Next the arms and legs began to shorten slightly and, within moments the body of the once thought dead teen had been replaced with that of the unholy offspring off lightning and death itself, a NIghtfury.

* * *
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><p>Chapter 5: Awakening<p>

The last thing he remembered was falling.

And then nothing, everything went black and quiet. He felt like he was floating through a fog. Time seemed to stand still.

How long had he been here? An hour? A day? A year? It could have been an eternity for all he knew.

He couldn't feel anything, his limbs were like that of a ghosts. They were attached, but almost as if they weren't his to govern. All of his senses died as they faded to black under the nonexistence that was this void. At first he could feel a small pain, almost like a burn and a sharp sting on his leg, but after a while that faded too. He just floated through the cold darkness, not knowing which way was up or down, or even if said directions still existed.

After a while, his memories began to fade as well, as he fought to recall even his own name through the thick fog that clouded his mind.

_My name is…Hiccup right? No, yes, my name Is Hiccup, My name is…what…what is my name? Who…who am I? _

The void just kept on devouring everything until there was nothing left but an empty shell. There was nothing, not even a name to his pathetic existence, if you could even call it existing. Everything he ever was, was now gone as well as everything he ever could have been.

And then he began to sink, slowly at first but picking up pace as he fell deeper and deeper still, into the unforgiving jaws of the void, the shadows closing in and growing impossibly darker.

Then suddenly, his rapid decent came to unexpected halt, and that was when he heard it, a voice calling out to someone.

"HICCUP!" the word, that was a mixture of a roar and a slightly baritone voice, tore through the silence and into the young man's ears and exploding over his eardrums.

Even though the volume of the voice caused his ears great discomfort, there was something about that tone that caused a nostalgic warmth to spread through his body, like warm tea and honey. And it filled his hollow heart with an emotion he couldn't quite place. Why? Why did that voice seem so familiar? And that word, what did it mean, who or what was Hiccup?

_Hiccup? Who…..who is…I'm….Hiccup…right? That's….that's my name…..Hiccup. _

How could he have forgotten his own name? He didn't have long to ponder on this however as the once unrelenting darkness was suddenly interrupted by a blinding flash of harsh light, burning his eye's with the intensity. And then came the pain, at first a sharp jolt near the center of his chest, but it soon spread, like wildfire, as it burned its way through his very veins, toward the rest of his body.

The heat was so intense he was sure that whatever was left of him would surly have been turned to ash. His body felt like it was being torn apart, delicate flesh being torn from small bones, bones which were broken and torn apart like an animal does its prey. His teeth and nails were ripped out of their rightful homes and his spine was pulled and stretched, like putty in a child's merciless hands. He wanted to scream or cry, but couldn't. His lungs would not allow him the release as they were being filled with thick smoke, choking him and turning his lungs black. And just when he thought he would surely die, if he wasn't already, it stopped.

The pain faded away to a dull ache as his body was pieced together like a jigsaw puzzle. The smoke that had been choking him flooded out of his lungs, leaving a raw feeling in his throat. His skin no longer burning as it had been earlier, left behind only a slight stinging sensation, almost like a sun burn. The pain was gone, but something still felt…off, like he'd been put back together in the wrong order.

Slowly he became aware of himself again as he felt the presence of his limbs return to him, giving them and experimental twitch. When he was satisfied that he could once again control them, he moved to concentrate on his hearing. He could hear muffled sounds, like voices surrounding him. Slowly, as if not sure he'd be able to; he forced his heavy eyelids to crack open.

Blurry images danced in front of his eyes as he attempted to focus. And slowly, after blinking a few times, the images began to clear as they ceased their wild movements and stood still.

He instantly felt his body surge to its feet and instinctively coil itself into a defensive crouch, as several tall, burly Vikings towered above him like trees. His heart hammered in his chest, like a bird in a cage. His narrow pupils darted back and forth in their green pools as he desperately searched for some sort of escape.

He flinched as one of the larger Vikings, with a long bushy red beard, knelt down beside him. The young dragon arched its back in an attempt to distance himself from the human, when the Viking reached out one of its massive and thick hands to touch him, oblivious to the drake's discomfort.

Hiccup felt an odd sensation, as his sharp teeth unsheathe themselves from his gums as the Viking continued to move closer, hand outstretched. A deep growl rumbling in his chest, Hiccup fought to keep his balance as his tired limbs protested beneath his weight, threatening to give out.

"Stoick, I don' think that's such a good idea." A blonde Viking, who appeared to be missing a few limbs, cautioned. "I don' think he can recognize us."

But either the crouched man didn't hear the warning or he chose to ignore it, as he inched forward yet again. Just when Hiccup was readying his teeth to defend himself against the Viking, a large black shape placed itself, with blinding speed, in between the two creatures, effectively blocking either one from moving any closer to one another.

"I think Toothless is tellin ya ta back off Stoick." The Blonde Viking said, relieved that Toothless had interfered when it looked like Hiccup was going to strike the chief.

The red haired Viking glared at the Nightfury with a look of such rage it made Hiccup cringe away and hide himself behind his, slightly larger, savior. The Night fury however didn't move from his protective spot in Front of Hiccup, and unfurled one large midnight black wing to block the smaller dragon from the large man's line of sight. Large yellow eye's leveling the man with a pensive stare, as if daring him to approach.

"Fine, I'll leave him be…for now" The large man, Hiccup now recognized as Stoick, said as Toothless blocked his attempt to move toward the smaller dragon, yet again, with a deep threatening growl.

Turning around to face the smaller dragon, Toothless sniffed curiously at the young boy. "Are you all right little one?' the older Nightfury asked in concerned tone. Hiccup felt a curious sense of familiarity sweep throughout his body as he met the worried gaze of his protector. Feeling like he could trust this drake he rose to his full height, no longer cowering behind his make shift shield, and nodded.

"Who...who are you? Where am I? How… how did I get here?" Hiccup began firing off questions at a rapid pace, as confusion and fear poured out of him in waves.

Now that his adrenaline was wearing off, his legs felt like heavy stones, his body ached with tiredness, begging for rest. But Hiccup fought through the sleep trying to cloud his mind, determined to hear the answers to his questions as he stood anxiously and expectantly, waiting for the Nightfury to speak.

"Calm down little one, you're in no danger here." Toothless reassured. "Now tell me, what can you remember?"

"I…..I don't remember anything, just that I was in some dark place and…..and someone was calling my name." Hiccup said his face bore a look of utter concentration as he desperately wracked his brain for something, anything that could tell him what was going on.

"Hhmmmmm….then it's as I feared". Toothless said somewhat sadly. "Of course with what you've been through in the past few days it's not entirely unexpected. Tell me, do you remember who _**you **_are?"

"My name is Hiccup but other than that….no" Hiccup said a little distraught, how could he have forgotten who he was? Even though the Vikings had given them some space and were a comfortable distance away, something still seemed…off. He couldn't shake this strange itching feeling in the back of his mind that something just wasn't right. He felt like he should know these people, this Nightfury, but why couldn't he? What exactly had he gone through?

"Do…do you remember who…who I am?" Toothless questioned, but with hesitance this time, knowing the answer but hoping, beyond all hope, that he was wrong.

Hiccup studied the Dragon before him closely, as if trying to remember every aspect of the midnight blue drake's scales.

Toothless was slightly larger than himself, with dark black scales that shone blue under the moon light. Scratched and lacerations that had scabbed over, littered the surface and marring the otherwise beautiful completion. Something about those injuries set off a small voice somewhere in the back of his head, as Hiccup returned his gaze to meet the others. Yellow eyes that seemed to illuminate with years of experience and knowledge, stared down with patience, and badly masked fear, as he waited for the young boys answer.

Something felt so familiar about this dragon ,like the drake standing before him was important to him in some way. The voice in his head was screaming at him now willing him to remember. He shook his head, as if by doing so he could clear away the thick fog that seemed to blanket his mind. But not matter how hard he tried to remember, he just…couldn't. Solemnly He hung his large head in defeat and slowly shook it in negative.

"No…I don…." but before he could even get the words out something caught his eye that made him go silent. The Nightfury was missing one of his tail fins! A shiver of recognition swept through his tired body and crashed over him like a wave. He couldn't tear his eyes from the missing spot on the drake's tail, the voice screaming even louder in his head '_THIS IS IMPORTANT, REMEMBER!_ '

"I…..You're…Toothless!" and as soon as the name left his lips a whirlwind of memories came flooding back, when he launch a boa into the air, when he risked his life by freeing a dragon, when he attempted to pet said dragon, and when he flew for the first time. It all came back in a rush, assaulting his mind and causing a headache to form with the sudden onslaught.

Whining and shaking his head in an attempt to calm the new pain that seized his mind, Hiccup attempted to right himself up to look at the other dragon from the crouched position he'd taken when the images had begun their rampant storming through his mind.

"Toothless, I…I remember you." Hiccup managed to get out through clenched teeth, his head ache quickly becoming worse with his growing exhaustion.

A look of such relief and joy crossed the other dragons face making Hiccup feel slightly better, as toothless' eyes lit up as if he'd just been given the greatest gift one could ever receive.

Then something occurred to Hiccup….how had he even been talking to Toothless earlier? And why in the world was he sitting on all fours? Slowly hiccup attempted to pick himself up onto his feet but realized quickly that that wasn't going to be an option as his lack of balance forced him to stumble forward, back onto all fours.

"Careful little one, you've been through a lot, your body might not be used to it yet." Toothless said, concern emanating from the dragon, who had moved forward to help steady his (previous) rider.

"Might not be used to it?..." Hiccup questioned, suddenly worried. "Toothless, what's happened to me?" Hiccup demanded. However instead of answering his question the drake averted his attention elsewhere, avoiding eye contact.

"Toothless". Hiccup began again in an accusatory tone, causing a sheepish look of discomfort to appear on the dragons face as he continued to avoid his gaze.

Hiccup, realizing quickly he wasn't likely to get an answer from the stubborn creature, decided to investigate his body one his own. Looking down Hiccup was met with a sight that nothing could have prepared him for.

Long, curved claws extended out from large paw like appendages. Dark raven black scales, which shimmered with a dark green, gleamed up at him from short muscular legs. Suddenly aware of a weight on his back, Hiccup turned his gaze to a large pair of bat like wings that lay furled tight against his body, extending backwards towards a long tail complete with two tailfins.

Suddenly Hiccup felt like he couldn't get enough air, as his chest rapidly expanded and contracted in his desperate attempts to fill his lungs with oxygen. His already tired legs began to wobble and he began to feel extremely light headed. His legs shook violently with exhaustion and shock, as he fought to maintain his balance. Spots began to dance in his vision as the world began to fade from his eyes.

Then the ground rapidly rose up to meet him as Hiccup collided with sand in a dead faint.

* * *

><p>After the smoke had cleared and the boy, turned dragon, lay unconscious in the wreckages of what was left of the small vessel, everyone stared awe struck at the sleeping figure.<p>

What had just happened?

Stoick stared at the new dragon, his son, in utter shock. His son had just been…been turned into a dragon! And a Nightfury of all things! He couldn't seem to move from his spot on the beach, his body frozen in shock. He just continued to stare out into the water, his mind desperately trying to make since of what had just occurred.

No one moved for a long time, until a splashing sound seemed to awaken everybody from there shocked states, as they glance around the shore to locate the source.

Toothless had jumped into the frigid water and was now paddling furiously to reach the small boat. Swimming proving to be rather difficult as his wings created drag, and the lack of webbing in his paw like feet made it harder to pull his large body forward. But eventually after nearly going under a few times, Toothless reached the damaged boat and began pushing the vessel back towards the shore.

The return trip took longer this time considering his new luggage, but after a few moments of determined paddling, Toothless docked the boat on the sandy shore and pulled himself out of the freezing waters, splashing several Vikings as he shook in an attempt to dry himself. Then turning around, he pulled Hiccup from the burnt wreckage.

Stoick, who'd somehow managed to shake off his dazed state, approached the shore with no small amount of hesitation and fear.

_What has that accursed creature done to my son? _

Stoick thought to himself as his gaze locked with a pair of yellow orbs. A rage boiling in his chest as his desire to grab his axe grew with a devastating hunger. He had forgiven the creature for his past wrong doings after the battle. He'd even formed some strange type of mutual understanding in their shared grief. But this… this was wrong. He'd already lost his son once, he wasn't about to lose him again to this creatures dark magic. Just as Stoick felt ready to sate his blood lust and finish off the Nightfury, a noise from the shore caught his attention, stopping him in his tracks.

Hiccup was beginning to wake! His legs twitched and a small moan escaped the new dragon's lips.

The villagers began muttering behind him, things like, "black magic", "a curse" "…. Demon" , reached his ears. However he ignored them as he focused on the stirring form of his now dragon son.

He watched in awe as the young dragon opened his piercing green eyes, and blinked as if in a daze. A warm sensation filled the chief's chest as he watched his son gaze at his surroundings. Those eye's, he knew those eyes. They were the color of leafs in the spring and the grass that flowed like water in the wind, the same color as the young boy's mother's

His blood lust was replaced with a new desire as he knelt down near the, now fully awake, dragon and reached out a hand. He just wanted to touch him, to confirm his existence, to prove that this wasn't just some sick joke his mind was playing on him in his sleep.

He heard Gobber speak something that sounded like a warning, but it was lost on him, as he attempted to approach the scared creature. But just as he was about to rest his large hand on his son's scaly head, a large black figure blocked his path, much to his disappointment.

Looking up, he realized the obstacle was none other than Toothless, who was now leveling him with a fiercely protective stare.

Stoick felt his rage rise in him again like a typhoon, as he returned the stare with a glare of his own, fire burning in his irises. How dare this creature try to keep him from his son, it's not like he was going to hurt him. Then ignoring the dragons warning, the Chief attempted to move past the Nightfury to his son once again, only to be cut off again by said dragon, letting out a deep threatening growl as he bared his fangs. Stoick watched as the dragon unfolded a large wing and curled it behind him to block his patch, and a painful realization hit him.

Looking over Toothless' outstretched wing he gazed over his son's crouched form. He sat coiled in a defensive crouch as he cowered behind his dragon shield. Hiccup's large green eye's focusing on him with a look of such fear it made Stoick's heart seize in his chest.

_Hiccup doesn't….recognize me. _

The thought hit him like a knife in the chest, as Toothless' behavior finally began to make sense to him.

_He thinks that I might hurt him, my own son._

But really, was the creature that far off, after all he'd done it before. He could still remember it vividly, the feeling in his hand as he shoved his son to the ground. And those eye's, they had been full of so much hurt, hurt and anger. Stoick would remember the moment for the rest of his life, how could he have sunk so low. Looking down he realized he'd wrapped his fingers around the handle of his axe. What was he doing, here we was looking at his living breathing son, and he'd almost been about to kill the very creature he had to thank for it.

So without a fight, he stepped back and lowered his arms. "Fine, I'll leave him be…for now" and with that he slowly made his way to the edge of the tree's trying, to put some distance between himself and the source of his new pain, before he did something he was sure he would regret.

* * *
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* * *

><p><strong>Chapter 6: Big Adjustments <strong>

Stoick sat before the fireplace, poking idly at the logs as his thoughts raced.. Hiccup, or what he assumed was Hiccup, lay unconscious on a bed of furs near the center of the room.

It had been quite a task getting the unconscious dragon to the chief's cabin. Although he was smaller and slimmer than toothless, his weight was still considerable with those thickly muscled legs. At first several of the villagers, including Gobber and himself, had tried to carry the heavy mass. But even with their large muscles, which had been earned through years of battle experience, were no match with the intimidating weight of the dragon. After a few failed attempts at different methods, one of which included a stretcher made of several coats tied together; Toothless had pushed aside the silly men and pulled the unconscious boy onto his back. After that, it was just a matter of making sure he didn't fall off, which had been easy enough with just himself and Gobber, as they made their way back through the trees and into the village.

No matter how many times he played and replayed the scene in his head, he still couldn't quite wrap his mind around it. Hiccup, his boy, had been turned into a dragon. And a Nightfury no less! Even if it was his son, it just….just wasn't natural. After all, dragon's and Vikings had been at odds since long before he was born. Just how was he supposed to react? There wasn't exactly a parenting book that told you what to do in this sort of ridiculous situation.

Stoick felt his shoulders slouch over as he rested his head in his hands with a heavy sigh. Did it even matter? After all, from what he'd seen at the lake his son didn't remember him anymore.

And those eyes, every time he closed his eyes he could see those large emerald green orbs stare at him with so much fear, fear of him. His son was afraid of him. Maybe it had been an instinctual reaction, or maybe he was subconsciously afraid of his father and his nitrous hatred for dragons that drove him to shiver with terror. Had he ever given him a reason not to?

He'd only ever been gruff and dismissive with him, and that was only on good days. Most days it was almost as if Hiccup didn't exist, they just passed each other like strangers in the market.

_What a great family we turned out to be. _He thought with a sour expression, picking his head back up to regard the two dragons currently residing in the center of the room.

Toothless was curled protectively around his former rider, resting his large head on Hiccups back and wrapping his tail over Hiccup's front claws. He'd refused to leave the young dragon's side after they'd arrived back home, so the chief had begrudgingly let the adult Nightfury into his house.

At first Stoick had hated the creature. The Nightfury had been the reason for Hiccups betrayal of his people and long standing tradition. And after the battle he'd been in too much shock to really think about the Nightfury. However, over the last few days, he'd seen so much of the dragon and his love for his son that he'd grown to regard the creature with some respect.

But that still didn't mean he was comfortable with the current situation, to be honest with himself, he wasn't sure if he'd ever be.

Just as the chief turned to stoke the fire, which had shrunken considerably, he heard the sound of someone steering behind him. He felt his heart jump in his chest, his shoulders stiffen, and he suddenly felt nervous, a feeling he'd never had before. He'd been killed his first dragon without batting an eye, step up to the plate and lead his people during the war after his father's passing with utter confidence. But the idea of having to face his son caused his palms to sweat and his heart to race.

He wasn't ready for this, not yet. He needed time; time to think about his position, about Hiccup's position, and sort out his confused emotions before he could face his son.

Getting up he rushed out of the room and into his own, before Hiccup had could have time to wake enough to spot him. Closing the door louder then he'd meant to, he sat down and continued to brood long into the night.

* * *

><p>Toothless watched with mild amusement, and a small amount of pity, as the Large Viking rushed out of the room and slammed the door to his bed chambers. He'd seen the human's back stiffen just as Hiccup had begun to steer, but he couldn't blame the man. Stoick's face had looked pale and distraught for a while now, and Toothless had been expecting the man to break down any moment.<p>

Feeling the young dragon shift against him, Toothless turned his gaze from the man's hasty escape to the drake that was now coming back to full consciousness beside him.

Hiccup lifted his head lazily and blinked the sleep out of his eyes. Slowly, as if he was not quite awake yet, the smaller dragon turned his head to gaze with half lidded eyes at the Nightfury currently coiled around him.

"Toothless?" His formed rider said questioningly as if he wasn't quite sure he was awake.

Toothless made a low rumbling sound in his chest, which was the dragon equivalent to a purr, and nudged the sleepy drake a few times with his nose.

"Okay, Okay bud, I'm awake" Hiccup said chuckling a little as he attempted to lean away from the onslaught of poking and prodding.

"You'd never believe the crazy dream I had" Hiccup said after Toothless had stopped his relentless attack. "I was a Nightfury! Crazy right?" He said shaking his head a little in amusement. "Maybe they were right when they said hanging out with dragons was poison for my mind, okay well maybe they didn't say that but my dad definitely implied it." He said shaking slightly as he chuckled.

"That was no dream little one" Toothless said, letting out a small chuckle of his own. His former rider could be a real scatter brain when it suited him.

Hiccup visibly stiffened, and his eyes widened to round circles as his head whippedaround in shock, now fully awake, to stare open mouthed at Toothless.

"But how….your….I" Toothless watched with amusement at Hiccup stuttered and struggled to speak in coherent sentences. "You're talking! I can understand you! But, but how?'

Toothless arched a scaly brow and regarded Hiccup with a look that implied the question, _are you really asking me that? _

Hiccup felt like his mind was racing as a million questions bubbled to the front of his head. Then as if realizing their surroundings for the first time he started to panic "you're in my house! Why? Does my dad know you're here?" His already wide eyes grew impossibly larger in fear, and he began glancing around the room nervously, as if expecting something to jump out from behind a shadow and attack him.

"Calm down little one." Toothless said, starting to get slightly annoyed with Hiccups endless stream of questions, but keeping his voice calm and reassuring.

Hiccup visibly relaxed a little at hearing Toothless' smooth baritone voice, his shoulders became less tense and his eyes returning to their normal almond shape.

"Yes you father knows I'm here, there is no need to worry about that." Toothless explained "However to answer your first question, I'd suggest you take a look at yourself before I explain"

A confused look passed over Hiccup's face, but then a sudden recognition light his green eyes as memories of the night before came flooding back. Then looking down his suspicions were confirmed as he spotted a pair of sharp claws and dark black scales glinted in the dim light of the hearth.

"So that, that wasn't a dream then," Hiccup said feeling slightly faint again.

Toothless watched with a tight feeling in his chest, at the look of confusion and panic that rolled over the young dragons features. He didn't say anything, knowing that whatever he said would be lost on the boy in his panicked state, instead he let Hiccup calm down on his own.

Hiccup was silent for what seemed like an hour before he spoke again. And when he did it was in a quite almost inaudible voice.

"Why?"

It was only one word but it spoke volumes. Hiccups voice had been shaking slightly and he was trembling when he spoke. His eyes were wide and the fear had once again returned, turning the emerald pools dark.

"I, I don't know, Hiccup. I'm sorry." Toothless said shaking his head. He felt a wave of guilt wash over him but he quickly shoved it down. He couldn't tell Hiccup, not now, and hopefully not ever. Hiccup didn't deserve to go through any more pain, and if he told the young dragon what he'd done…no, Hiccup couldn't know.

"I don't know why you've turned, but I'm glad. You…..you died Hiccup, I almost lost you." Toothless said, and he'd meant it when he said he was glad. He'd felt like a piece of him had been torn out when he saw the lifeless form of his rider laying in that boat. He'd never imagined in his wildest imaginings that he'd ever feel kinship for a human, but when he'd been faced with Hiccup's death it had almost been too much.

"How do you feel?" Toothless asked, trying to distract himself from his memories.

"Like I've been run over by a herd of yak." Hiccup said, his old sarcasm returning and causing Toothless to crack a small smile.

"Well, I'd imagine so." Toothless said with a small chuckle. "Tell me, what do you remember, earlier it seemed you were having a problem with your memory." The adult Nightfury asked, concern evident in his voice.

Hiccup thought for a moment before giving an answer, trying to recollect his memories into stream of images in his mind until he came up blank. A look of pain crossed his face again as he spoke.

"The last thing I remember was trying to talk to my dad, well more like argue, just after the final exam" the look of pain only deepened as he recalled the event. "Then I remember some of the fight with the queen dragon but not much, after that it goes dark, I'm guessing that's when I…well you know." Hiccup finished swallowing past the lump that had formed in his throat when he'd been about to say the word died. It all still felt very unreal to him.

Toothless left his heart relax a little in his chest. Hiccup seemed to have gotten most of his memories back, which he could take as a good sign for now. But then a thought occurred to him that made his heart plummet.

"Hiccup, what do you remember about the battle?" He questioned nervously.

Hiccup looked at Toothless with a confused gaze, probably wondering about the dragon's sudden change in behavior.

"I remember going through the sea stacks, and the fire fight in the clouds, and then slamming head first into the queen's tail when she started to explode, but that's about it. Why? Did I forget something important? Hiccup asked getting worried at Toothless' obvious nervousness.

"No, no nothing important." Toothless said trying to keep his voice even and calm.

Hiccup regarded the dragon with a look of suspicion, narrowing his eyes and trying to will the Nightfury into confessing the truth. But after a moment his mouth stretched wide into a loud yawn. And Toothless seeing his chance, insisted that Hiccup go back to sleep. Hiccup refused, saying he'd slept plenty but was instantly shot down.

"Your body's been through a lot of stress in the last few days. You need to rest Hiccup, we'll talk more about it later I promise. For now just go back to sleep." Toothless argued.

Hiccup finally, after another large yawn, nodded in agreement and laid his head back on his front claws. Within minutes Hiccup was snoring gently beside him, asleep yet again.

Toothless stared down at the sleeping form of his former rider and felt a sadness sweep over him. Hiccup didn't remember His father's apology. From what the young drake had said the last thing he remembered was arguing with his dad, and from the look that had been on Hiccup's face it had been a bad one.

He knew the young boy had never been close with his father, he'd sometimes mumble under his breath when he wasn't paying attention, or stare in the direction of his house with a sour look on his face.

If he didn't remember his father's apology then it was no wonder he'd been so panicked when he'd realized they were at his house. He was afraid of his father.

Chapter end

* * *
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><p><strong>Chapter 7: Anxiety <strong>

It was early morning when Hiccup awoke once again. Toothless was curled up a few feet away, snoring contentedly. Stretching his jaw wide, he let out a long yawn.

Slowly he stretched out his limbs and moved them experimentally. He knew he wasn't dreaming but it still felt strange to think he was a dragon now. Staring down at his claws he flexed them, admiring their sharp points and white translucent sheen. His scales glistened slightly in the dim light cast by the still glowing embers in the hearth.

Sliding his tongue over teeth, he tried retracting the sharp white bones into his pinkish gums, just as he'd seen Toothless do many time before. It took a minute and some real concentration, but with success it brought forth the single strangest sensation he'd ever felt, aside from morphing into a dragon. He felt his jaw tingle with heat as the bones retracted into their fleshy homes, which split wide to accommodate large fangs and molars. After every tooth had sunken beneath the soft flesh of his gums, Hiccup ran his, now forked, tongue over the empty spaces left by his fangs. Then, removing his tongue, he quickly unsheathed them once again.

Then he turned his attention to his tail and wings. Moving them was stranger than moving his teeth. Humans don't have tails so his brain was having trouble with the new section of road map it had to play around with. His tail was heavy, likely meant to provide him with balance, and at first proved troublesome to lift more than a few feet off the ground. He began flexing his tail fins, watching as the leathery curtain of flesh folded and unfolded as he opened and closed them.

His wings were larger than he thought, and when he unfurled them they rose up to meet the ceiling of the cabin. This nearly knocked over a few trinkets hanging from several beams, and caused Hiccup to hastily fold the large appendages tight against his back. Okay, so maybe opening them up in the house hadn't been the smartest thing, but then again he'd never had wings before so he allowed himself some slack as he glanced over to make sure he hadn't waken Toothless with his antics.

As if for the first time remembering his surrounding, Hiccup glanced around the room with anxiety. Why had Stoick let two dragons, especially a pair of Nightfuries, into his own home? None of it made any sense. Not for the first time in the past few hours, he had a nagging feeling that he was missing something. After all when he'd asked toothless about it the dragon had seemed unconcerned with the issue.

Had he forgotten something important? If he had then what was it? Suddenly he recalled the conversation from the night before. When toothless had asked him about the final battle between him and the Red Death, he had seemed uneasy. Especially when he'd told the older Nightfury that his memory was still foggy where that area was concerned.

_Could it have something to do with the battle?_ He thought critically to himself. But what part of the battle, just what was he missing? He didn't have long to ponder over this line of thinking when he heard something begin to steer behind a door, which he now vividly remembered belonged to his father.

Panic suddenly began to take root as his heart started hammering in his chest, and his legs suddenly itched with the erg to run. No not yet, not now when he was so uncertain of himself, he wasn't ready to face him. He didn't have the strength to withstand yet another disappointed look from his father.

Without stopping to think he felt his legs begin to rise. Soon he was moving, with more stealth than he thought capable at his speed, toward the front door. Pulling the door open with his mouth he launch himself out into the chilling morning air with such speed that he cleared the distance from the cabin to the forest in seconds. Not stopping to look back, he felt his legs pump vigorously beneath him as they carried him further into the trees.

He couldn't bring himself to stop or slow down, even though the lack of dragon traps around told him he'd run far past the village boarders. He just kept going, veering around tress and crashing his way through the underbrush.

By the time he finally ran out of breath, which wasn't long considering he was still recovering, he found himself in an eerily familiar place.

Looking down into the small cove, he watched as the, now rising, sun glistened on the ponds surface, throwing rays of color over the rock walls that surround it.

Hiccup, deciding that this was the perfect hiding spot while he gathered his thoughts, began to make his way down into his new sanctuary. Almost instinctually he started for the small hallway like entrance he used in his human form. However when he attempted to squeeze into the, now small, opening, his wide shoulders prevented him from make any progress. Deciding to give up on using his usual entrance, he tried to think of another way of getting into the cove.

It didn't take long for him to realize that his only option was to use his wings, his wings that he only started using this morning. This could get ugly. Gently opening his wings, he stretched them out and gave them an experimental flap. Instantly his feet rose off the ground about two feet, before settling back on the rocky surface.

Butterflies filled his empty stomach and made his limbs twitch in anxiety, but he also felt such elation that when he flapped his great wings again, he did so with nervous excitement. Rising off the ground, he struggled to keep himself balanced in the air as he pushed forward toward the edge of the cliff leading into the cove.

Feeling his wings peddle through the air he moved, with some level of confidence, off and over the cliff edge. Then he felt his wings seize up as he looked down at the distance between himself and the ground. It was one thing to see it from his saddle on Tootless' back, but it was another thing entirely to be the one flying above it personally. Suddenly he began to drop in altitude as his wings ceased beating, and within moments he crashed into the cold surface of the pond below him.

* * *

><p>Stoick rose early that morning. His back felt sore and his head was pounding with the beginnings of a migraine. He'd spent most of the night brooding at his desk and sharpening his axe, which was like a strange kind of therapy for him. However he'd fallen asleep at some point, and so when he woke up that morning it was bent over at his desk in his chair.<p>

Rubbing his temple with one hand he rose slowly out of his chair. His back protested the movement but he ignored the small pain as he stretched his back out, trying to loosen the tight muscles. He place his hands on either side of his back and leaned back into a slight arch. He felt the muscles tighten and pull but he kept at it. After a few short minutes he straightened himself up and was relieved to find that the pain had lessened some.

Finally he adjusted his clothes and chainmail from their slightly skewed state, and latched his now sharpened axe back into its holster.

When Stoick finally exited his room he was greeted with the site of a long black tail sliding out off the front door. It moved so fast that Stoick was sure he would have missed it if it weren't for the cold wind brought in by the open door. Thinking it was Toothless, probably going to the dock to get some fish, didn't think anything of it, which was until he spotted said dragon snoring loudly near the hearth.

Panic shot through him as he raced across the room the wake the sleeping creature. At the rate Hiccup had been moving, he could be a good mile or two away before he even opened the door to go after him. When Stoick shook the dragon's shoulder roughly Toothless instantly shot up, ready and alert. The dragon swung his head around to regard the chief with a look of annoyance at being rudely woken, but stopped when he caught the panicked expression on the humans face. Then the chief uttered two words that turn his blood to ice.

"HICCUP'S GONE!"

* * *
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><p>Chapter 8: Face to Face<p>

"HICCUP"S GONE"

As the words left the chief's mouth he could see the shoulders of the Nightfury stiffen considerably. Toothless's eye's darted to the door and within seconds he was launching his long body out the small entrance, with Stoick trailing behind struggling to keep up with the beast.

"Stoick!"

The chief came to a stop as he heard a gruff voice calling out to him. Turning he found the Blacksmith wobbling up the path to his house with frantic speed.

"Gobber, what is it?" Stiock inquired, worried about his friends' current panicked state.

"I saw 'im," Gobber replayed slightly out of breath as he reached the chief and Toothless, who'd stopped reluctantly to wait for the chief. Toothless might not have the relationship with the chief that he had with Hiccup, but he respected the Human enough to wait so they could find the young boy together. After all He was sure Hiccup had run to avoid the man, so it should be said man to bring him back home.

"Saw who Gobber?" Stoick asked confused.

"Hiccup" the black smith replied exasperated by his friends slow up take. "He was hightailing it in ta the forest. Never seen 'im move so fast in my life, you'd think Loki himself was after 'im."

"Which way did he go?! Show me." Stoick demanded franticly but still attempting to retain his composure, which was proving to be more difficult with each heart attack his son seemed to be inducing in him these last few days. Maybe this was his son's demented form of revenge, to just keep stressing his heart until it eventually gave out.

"Follow me I'll show ya" Gobber said wobbling off toward the tree line located behind the chiefs cabin.

Reaching the edge of the forest, Gobber lifted his arm and pointed two calloused fingers and pointed towards the inside of the, still dark, woods. "I saw 'im run off that way, I couldn't see 'im past that rock over there, His blasted scales blended in so I lost track of 'im."

"It's Okay Gobber, at least we know where ta start, I'm gonna go look for 'im before he gets 'imself inta trouble. If he comes back, try to keep 'im in the village." And with that, Stoick and Toothless headed off into the trees, the shadows swallowing them as they left the blacksmith's sight.

They ran for what seemed like an eternity, every turn brought forth more despair as Hiccup was still nowhere in sight. Stoick could feel his legs begin to burn with the effort it took to keep up with Toothless, who continued to barrel through bushes with such aggression that Stoick had begun to wonder if it was the dragon's way of letting off some steam or if he simply had some sort of grudge against the local fauna.

But one thought kept repeating itself in his mind, giving his tired legs strength renewed, and filled his rapidly emptying lungs with air.

_Just please let him be safe, I can't lose him again. _

The sun had fully risen in the sky by the time Toothless seemed to have an epiphany and rushed off downhill towards the cove, and hopefully Hiccup.

* * *

><p>Hiccup pulled his wet body out of the small pool of water with some difficulty. His wings kept dragging heavily through the water, slowing him considerably and weighing him down as they kept trapping water between the webbing in the bat like appendages.<p>

He'd fallen pretty hard, and the surface of his skin burned with the ungraceful back flop he'd done. Flying was a lot harder t than he'd thought it would be. Riding the air currents manually was widely more complex than just flicking a pedal around and directing one single tailfin. Granted, learning how direct even a single tailfin had been extremely challenging in the beginning, with the many trial and error experiments with his prototype tail. But what Nightfuries, and dragons in general, did on their own without the aid of a rider had no comparison.

They rode the wind and flowed through the currents like fish in the sea. Maybe he'd be able to fly like that one day but for now he was content to rest his sore back, and slightly wounded pride, and stretch his limbs in the lukewarm sand.

Flattening his, so far troublesome, wings against his back he glanced around the small cove and spotted the shield he'd accidentally lodged in between to large boulders months ago. This place was where it all started. Where he'd faced his fears, against his better judgment, to satisfy his nagging curiosity. Where he'd learned about one of the known world's most lucrative dragons, and where he met his first and greatest friend.

However, it was also where he'd turned his back on his own village in favor of the enemy. Where he'd put his father's name to shame as he cavorted with "demons" and beasts.

_Maybe…..maybe it would have been better if I'd never meet Toothless. Maybe I should have done things the Viking way and finished him off when I found him in the forest that day. Maybe then my dad would have looked at me with pride instead of disappointment and contempt. _

Almost as soon as the thought crossed his mind he felt guilt settle itself into his chest. No, even if he could take it back he never would. Even if it meant his father hating him and being a dragon for the rest of his life, he would never betray Toothless like that.

Before he'd meet Toothless he'd been nothing. He'd felt fake, like he'd never really truly been himself until he meet the Nightfury. He'd hidden himself behind sarcasm and indifference in an attempt to seem strong, even if it was just to himself. For as long as he could remember he'd been trying his hardest to be just like everyone else, trying to be the Viking his dad could be proud of. But that wasn't him, no matter how hard he tried, or how much he didn't want to believe it Gobber had been right. He always tried to be something he wasn't, and he'd never be a true Viking, at least not in his father's eyes. But Toothless had made him realize that that was okay, he didn't want to be one. He loved to fly, the excitement of the wind rushing past his ears as he plummeted toward the ground at breakneck speeds and dodging through the sea stacks.

Toothless had allowed him to finally discover what his place was in life, and that place wasn't where his dad wanted him to be. But even so he'd never take back a single moment he spent flying through the air with his best friend. It'd become part of him, to the point where he'd never be able to live without it. He was eternally bound to soar though the sky.

That was when a he had a horrific realization. Toothless can't fly! He can't fly without a rider to steer his tailfin, but now that he was a dragon too, Toothless was grounded. A memory of what Gobber had told them during training floated up to the front of his mind and rang menacingly in his ears. _"A downed dragon is a dead dragon."_ Just how was he supposed to make toothless able to fly when he didn't even have fingers to make a fist with? It's not like he could hold a hammer between his teeth and hope for the best.

Here he'd been thinking about his own problems and had even been immature enough to run off on his own when he couldn't even fly, but he hadn't even been thinking about Toothless' predicament. Now he just felt foolish, selfish and guilty.

He still didn't want to go home and face his father and his new found guilt towards Toothless, but staying here wasn't going to achieve anything except make the problem worse. So, with no small amount of reluctance, he pulled himself to his feet and set off to leave the cove before he remembered something. He still didn't know how to fly. Getting into the cove had been fairly easy, just jump over the cliff and fall into the water. An idiot could have done that. But that hadn't been flying. And if memory served him even Toothless had trouble getting out of the cove without flying out. If an experienced dragon had trouble getting out what hope did a newbie like him have.

Walking along the walls he searched desperately for some sort of foot hold or ledge for him to use to bust himself up and out of the cove. If he could just find a tall enough rock he might be able to fly up from there. After a few moments he ended up on the same rock he'd seen Toothless use before in his attempt to escape the cove. Carefully he crawled up onto the highest point of the boulder and crouched low. Hesitantly he spread his wings and gave his tail a small wiggle as he pushed off the ground with his strong legs and flapped vigorously, only to land soundly onto his butt and failing to reach the cliff's top.

Cursing low under his breath in frustration he tried again and only achieved in getting the same result. However, not easily deterred by the challenge, he launched himself over and over again into the air, his wings beat furiously. But each time he landed roughly onto his hindquarters. Just what was he doing wrong? Was his angle wrong? Maybe he needed to angle his tail better, or flap harder. But no matter how hard he flapped, what angle he was in, or which way his tail was pointing, the result same still the same.

Sitting with his wings spread out on either side of him lazily, his rib cage expanded and contracted rapidly with his heavy panting. Now he had another problem all together. He was stuck down there.

* * *

><p>Stoick and Toothless raced through the trees at a surprisingly steady pace. The chief's lungs had long since started to fail him, but even so he keep going not wanting to be left behind by the dragon. Rounding another boulder they came to a scene of such destruction that Stoick felt his eyes widen slightly in surprise. Trees were bent and splintered like twigs in a child's hands. Angry looking fangs of wood jutted out of stumps and sharp pieces of bark lay strewn this way and that. But what really caught his eye was small black scale like object littering the forest floor like dust ,and suddenly it made sense.<p>

This was where Toothless landed when Hiccup shot him down. Even though he'd spent the last few days in the Nightfuries presents it had never really felt real to him that his scrawny son had shot one of the strongest and fastest dragons right out of the sky with one of his crazy inventions, and in the dark of night no less! Only now did it feel real to him and the impressive sight made Stoick feel a sense of pride. His son had shot down a Nightfury.

Passing through the last of the broken trees and turned over stumps, the cliff edge of the cove was finally in sight. With his last burst of energy he pushed himself forward with such speed he quickly over took the Nightfury, who had been so far in the lead. Coming to a grinding halt at the cliff edge he peered down into the cove and what he saw made him heave a sigh of relief. A Nightfury sat staring at his wings with a look of frustration near the wall to his left.

He quickly ran off toward the path he knew existed between a large gathering of boulders. He nearly tripped in his mad dash to reach his son. Part way down he stopped, there was a shield wedged between to boulders, blocking the end of the path. How in Thor's name had that gotten there? He was too tall to be able to wedge himself underneath the small space left by the blasted thing. The only other way down would be to jump, so getting to the lowest point he could he launched himself from the path and landed right in front of a startled pair of Green eyes.

* * *

><p>AN: So they finally come face to face dundunduh. lol So a lot of people have been asking me if I'm going to be turning Hiccup back into a human at some point and the answer is yes, it's just a matter of writing it into the narrative. I also have been asked if I plan on turning this into a Toothcup pairing, and the answer is no, I don't typically like that pairing if it goes beyond friendship, it's just my own personal opinion. If you like that paring more power to you. I really appreciate all the reviews, and i know I'm being repetitive, but it really keeps me going and gives me a lot of inspiration. Just please don't send overly harsh reviews, constructive criticism is fine just make sure it's helpful not hurtful. So far everything's been helpful so no worries there. Please fav, follow, and review and until next time bye, bye.
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><p>Chapter 9: Father and Son<p>

Hiccup jumped back, startled, as a large mass of green and red dropped down directly in front of him. In his shock he nearly shot a plasma blast as he shrieked with a sound that sounded more like a roar. The animalistic sound caught him off guard because for some strange reason he expected to hear is own slightly cracking voice instead of the deep threatening growl that tore through his chest. He'd scrambled back a few feet and now had his back against a rock, in an attempt to distance himself from the strange new threat that had invaded his privacy. It had all happened in a matter of seconds and before he knew it, his teeth had pulled back into his gums, and he could feel a hot mass building in his throat. But just as he was about to release the heat outward and toward his new enemy he felt it catch in his throat, nearly choking him, as he finally saw who had landed randomly in his face

Stoick pulled himself into a standing position, his hands raised in a sign of surrender. As if trying to show Hiccup that he meant no harm. It reminded him of how he'd first approached Toothless, with caution and respect. It felt strange to be on the receiving end of the gesture, to be treated like a dangerous animal.

Slowly Hiccup uncoiled himself from his defensive position, and allowed his shoulders to relax slightly, as his father approached. He coiled his tail around his claws neatly, almost like a cat, but remained distant, not attempting to move any closer to the man. His eye's softened slightly but he remained vigilant and kept his guard up, ready to defend himself in case the chief got any funny ideas.

Stoick, reading the young dragon's body language, stopped short and let his hands drop slowly back to his sides. He watched as his son's eye's looked him up and down cautiously, as if he didn't know what to make of him. It hurt him deeply to known he'd caused that look to appear on Hiccup's face. But now wasn't the time to think about what he'd done wrong, now it was time to set things right, and it had to start with him. He'd always been the problem, he always used to think it was Hiccup, but it had been himself all along. Hiccup couldn't help who he was, he was just Hiccup. He was as free spirited and inventive as his mother, and every bit as stubborn a Viking as himself. Hiccup would forever be Hiccup, even if that meant he was now a dragon.

"Hiccup" Stoick's voice was deep and loud, like thunder, even though he was still panting slightly from the run. The volume caused Hiccup to flinch and raised one claw while leaning away, almost as if he was considering running again.

"Hiccup…please…please don't run." Hiccup froze with shock. His dad, Stoick the Vast, had just said please! Never in his entire life had he heard the word come from his father's lips. Just what was going on here? He carefully scrutinized Stoick's face to see if it was some kind of illusion, or trick, but he felt his heart tighten when he saw the guilt and hurt reflected in the man's tired greenish grey eyes.

Once again allowing himself to relax, Hiccup felt his guard drop as he waited curiously for the chief to continue.

"I'm…I'm sorry, f-for everything, I know I haven't been the best father to ya." Yet again, Hiccup could feel his eyes widen to round saucers as another word he'd never heard from the proud chief came tumbling off his lips. He was Apologizing? The idea of it sounded so strange to him. He and his father had a strained relationship to say the least, he never imagined or even dared to hope that he'd hear these much needed words from the rough man who'd raised him.

But just as Hiccup was starting to wrap his head around the bizarre scene playing out before him, Stoick opened his mouth and cleared his throat and began speaking again.

"I know I've done wrong by ya. I can't change what I've said or what I've done. But I want ya to know that I…..I Love ya son. I can't lose ya again." Just how many times was his father going to throw him through a loop? Not even before Stoick had discovered that Hiccup was a screw up, he'd never used such words of endearment towards him. He felt the word echo in his ears, and suddenly he felt the ice that had long since covered his heart, in regards to his father, melt away. This was what he'd wanted all along; it wasn't glory, money, or even power, just to know that his father, despite everything, loved him. That alone was enough.

"I know ya must hate me, and I don't blame ya for it. I Understand if ya don't want to see me anymore just please…please don't go where I can't see ya, where I can't protect ya. I need to know you're okay."

Hiccup couldn't believe what he was hearing. His father thought he hated him. Had he hated him? No, he'd been disappointed in him definitely, but never he felt hate towards Stoick. He was his father; regardless of how proud or stubborn he could be, he still raised him. He had always loved his dad, nothing had ever changed that. Not even when Stoick had disowned him. He'd just want His father to see him for who he was and accept it, without trying to change him or give him a disappointed scowl.

Hiccup opened his mouth to tell his dad as much but what he'd intended to be words came out as a weird warbling growl like sound. Damn it! Why out of all times his dad could have decided to develop a conscience it had to be when Hiccup didn't have the ability to speak, just great.

Not noticing Hiccup's inner struggle, Stoick continued to unload all of his guilt.

"This is all my fault, if I'd just listened to ya before….Ya wouldn't have…and ya wouldn't be….I'm so sorry." Stoick had to look down as he swallowed passed the hard lump that had formed in his throat. He knew Hiccup had to be ashamed of him, and why not? It hurt to think that his son might not want to live with him anymore, but if it meant keeping Hiccup in the village, then he would had to learn to preserver.

Frustrated, Hiccup watched helplessly as his father started to shake and ball his large hands into tight fists. He knew that this was hard on his father. He was a man of pride and dignity. To have to drop all of it and practically prostrate himself before his own son and admit to his own sins was probably one of the hardest things he'd ever done. But his voice could no longer reach Stoick, he'd been forever silenced, just like his father had always wanted.

Desperate for some way to communicate with Stoick, he gazed up into the sky, as if some miraculous object would float down and solve all his problems. No such object appeared, however, he did spot a familiar black shape watching them from the edge of the cliff. Toothless watched curiously down at the pair, waiting patiently for the reconciliation between father and son to end. Realizing that Toothless probably didn't follow Stoick into the cove because of his tail, Hiccup felt the wave of guilt return to him. But with that guilt came an idea.

Slowly rising to his feet, Hiccup walked over to his father. Upon closer inspection he could see deep purple shadows hanging like curtains underneath his tired eyes. His beard looked like it hadn't been combed or washed in days. The once fiery red strands of hair were freckled with a fine ash, and many large knots could be seen throughout the tangled mess.

Hearing the sound of approaching footsteps, Stoick raised his head and was slightly startled to find Hiccup standing not but three feet from him.

Hiccup met his father's greyish/green eyes with his own toxic green ones, and slowly he felt his lids drop. Crouching down slightly, he nudged Stoick's hand until the chief hesitantly placed it upon the young dragon's head. Willing his father to understand, he pushed into the hand, his nose crinkling slightly with the mental effort he was putting in to send his silent message.

Gently Stoick uncurled his fingers and spread them out over the smooth scales on his son's head. The texture was strange, almost like a fish but more like the small lizards he often caught in his backyard as a child. He had always thought that because dragons were basically giant reptiles, that a dragon's skin would feel cool, but was surprised with the subtle warmth radiating from beneath the scales. He watched as the light danced along the smooth surface and turning the dark black scales and deep green.

Taking his eyes off the scales he looked into the pair of green irises that were watching; waiting patiently for him to react. Finally, taking the silent queue, he turned and asked the question he was nervous to give voice to.

"Does this mean ya forgive me?"

The only response he received was in the form of a nod as the large head of the dragon bobbed up and down under his hand. A large smile broke out across the chief's face, and before he could stop himself, he enveloped his, no longer small, son into a warm bear hug.

"Thank you Hiccup"

Hiccup froze as his dad's large arms wrapped around his shoulders and squeezed gently. When he was really small, and his mother had still been around, Stoick had given him such hugs, but only on special occasions. I t had been years since he'd felt this comforting warmth, and only until now did he realize just how much he'd missed it. Sure he used to practically crush him with his strong arms, but it was a gesture that made Hiccup feel like he was cared for. Now his father's hug was gentle as if he was scared he would hurt him.

Hiccup could feel Stoick shift awkwardly, as he still hadn't returned the gesture. Since he no longer had arms that could perform such a move he opted to do something he remembered Toothless doing to him once before. He craned his head down and over the chief's broad shoulder and used his chin to push the large man harder against him, deepening the hug. To which the chief responded with practically crushing him as his arms constricted tightly around him, however, not wanting ruin the moment he didn't move away.

After a few long seconds, the two separated and regarded each other with looks of such relief that they hadn't been rejected that it made them realize just how scared they both had been.

Awkwardly clearing his throat, Stoick rolled his shoulders, and with it the expression of the chief returned to his face.

"Now, we should get going, it's nearly noon." Stoick said, returning to his authoritative tone, but with a softer pitch than usual.

Suddenly the problem he'd been pondering, before his father had come flying in out of nowhere, returned with full force. Desperately he gazed around for something he could use to convey his predicament to his dad. His eye fell on the same stick he'd used to draw Toothless many months ago, laying just a few feet away from them. He ran towards it and grabbed it between his teeth before returning to his father's side. Stooping over, he began to sketch letter into the soft sand. Slowly a few letters became a word, and a word became a sentence.

Steeping back, he admired his work, glad that he'd somehow made it legible. Writing with your teeth for hands was difficult. Gesturing with his head for his father to look, he took a step back so Stoick could see.

Written in the dirt was "_I can't fly, I'm stuck." _

Stoick looked at his son in disbelief, and before he could stop himself, let out a full, hearty laugh.

* * *

><p>AN: I really enjoyed writing this chapter, it practically wrote itself. I was having fun playing around with Hiccups inability to speak. As always I greatly appreciate all the reviews, favs, and follows, It really helps me out a lot. Next chapter we get to see Hiccup struggle with learning how to fly, I can't wait. So until next time bye,bye
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><p>Chapter 10: Teach me how to fly<p>

Hiccup was waiting, feeling a little embarrassed, for his father to cease laughing. He hadn't seen his father laugh like that since he was really young. He almost forgot the sound, which was a deep, baritone song. Although his situation was embarrassing, and his father was currently laughing at his expense, he hadn't felt such joy in a long time. The sound swept through him, warming him to his very core like sunshine on a cold morning. He finally had his father back, and it was more than he'd ever dared to hope for. Sure they still had a long way to go, they would never be the way they were before his mother disappeared, but they weren't total strangers anymore.

It was another minute before Stoick finally stopped laughing, but a huge smile was still present on his thickly bearded face. Hiccup rolled his eyes in exasperation but he couldn't help the grin that cracked over his lips, if dragons even had lips that is.

"Well then, let's get to it." Stoick said matter of factly while rubbing his large burly hands together.

Hiccup tilted his head, and pulled his ear like appendages back, in confusion. _Get to what exactly?_ He couldn't fly. Just what was his father thinking?

Stoick must have picked up on his skepticism, because he patted his son's shoulder in reassurance. "Don' worry, we'll get ya out." He said with laughter still audible in his voice.

_We, who's we? _

That was when Hiccup finally noticed the large black shape sitting patiently on the edge of the cove's steep cliff side. Toothless stared down from his perch observantly and nodded when he saw Hiccup looking up at him. But why was he up there and not down here like his dad was? Then he almost smacked himself in the head with his tail for his own stupidity. How could he have forgotten so quickly about Toothless situation, after all wasn't he just agonizing about it not but a few minutes ago.

_That's right, without his tailfin Toothless is flightless, which means if he came down into the cove…..he wouldn't make it back up. _

Two flightless dragons stuck in a cove wouldn't be helping anybody. So just how was Stoick and Toothless planning on getting him up and out of the cove? He couldn't fly, and since Toothless couldn't get to him without getting stuck too, getting a crash course in that subject wasn't exactly an option. He'd seen Toothless try to climb out of the cove before, something said dragon only succeeded after months of trying and under dire circumstances. And seeing as Hiccup wasn't exactly used to having his very own set or claws just yet, his chances of replicating it was nearly impossible. He was too big to fit through the walk way in and out, which he'd already discovered when he tried to get into the cove, now turned cage.

So he couldn't fly, couldn't walk out, and climbing out wasn't an option. He was fresh out of ideas, his father on the other hand, seemed to be scheming something.

Before he could dwell on it too long, Stoick produced a rope and an axe from his belt. Then he proceeded to tie the rope tightly around the axe handle, before tugging on it hard to test the knot. Then the gears in Hiccup's head finally clicked into place and his dad's plan finally became clear. Swinging the axe back and forth, like a pendulum, Stoick chucked the weapon high up over the lip of the cove. He kept a tight grip on the other end of the long rope, and when he heard a thud of metal digging itself into dirt, Stoick gave the rope an experimental tug. Satisfied that the line was secure he turn to face Hiccup.

"Now I wan' ya ta tell that dragon of yours ta pull on the rope when I tell him ta."

Hiccup nodded his understanding and turned his attention to Toothless. Who was now sitting near the axe, with a look or curiosity on his face, as he meet Hiccup's gaze.

"Did you hear him Bud?" Hiccup called up, still a little shaken when his voice came out in growling noises rather than his old high, crackling one.

Toothless nodded in acknowledgment before walking over to the rope and gripping it in his strong jaws, and waited for the signal. Stoick then turned his attention back to Hiccup and preceded to practically hog tie the young dragon. Hiccup couldn't help the small yelp of indignation that escaped his lips, as his father tightened the rope to a painful death grip. As if he wasn't already humiliated before for even getting himself stuck in this situation, now his father had him tied up like a hog before Snoggletog dinner.

_This day just couldn't get any worse. _

"Okay that's good and tight" Stoick said after giving his new handiwork a hard tug to see if it would hold. Satisfied with his work, the chief then turned his attention to Toothless up on the cliff face. "Alrigh' Dragon, get pullin'".

Toothless tug sharply back on the rope, and dug his claws deep into the dirt and rocks. It was a slow process, but with each tug and jerk of the line, Hiccup was inched closer and closer to the top of the cove. Before finally toothless was able to yank the smaller, but still surprisingly heavy, dragon up and over the edge.

Breathing heavily, Toothless made his way to Hiccup's side and began removing the bonds, snapping the rope with his sharp fangs. Finally free of his restricting prison, Hiccups heaved himself to his feet and was relieved when he felt the rush of air going in and out of his lungs again.

"Did he really need to tie it that tight? " He said through a few strangled coughs.

"We'll you're the one who ran off and got yourself stuck in the first place." Toothless pointed out unsympathetically. "So don't whine".

"Ouch, harsh Bud, where's the Sympathy?" Hiccup said somewhat jokingly, faking a flinch at Toothless' words.

"You had me worried sick, you know that?" Toothless asked, rounding on him, obviously not in a joking mood. "You ran off to gods know where, and now you think you can joke about it!" Toothless' ear-like flaps were pulled back flat against his head and his eyes were burning with anger and concern.

He knew what Toothless was saying wasn't wrong; after all, he had every right to be angry with him. If the situation were reversed, Hiccup would probably be furious too. But that didn't stop him from feeling a bit slighted, and he just couldn't hold his tongue.

"But I'm fine, nothing happened…" He started to defend himself but was quickly shut down as Toothless growled.

"Well maybe nothing happened this time, but what about the next time you decided to freak out and run?" Concern was clearly evident in the dragon's voice, and Hiccup had to avoid eye contact as Toothless continued. "You're not used to your new body yet, you're lucky we found you before another dragon did. You could have died Hiccup."

Hiccup felt guilt gnawing at his insides, Toothless was right. Just what had he been thinking? Wasn't he in this situation because of the very fact Toothless had just pointed out to him. He barely knew how to move his wings, let alone fly or shoot plasma blasts. If Toothless and his father hadn't found him, or if he'd chosen a different location, he might have been in serious trouble. He hadn't really thought about it at the time, he'd just been so scared. Scared that his father might reject, or throw him out of the village now that he was the very thing he once called enemy.

But just how did Toothless expect him to react? Hiccup and his father had been almost strangers living under the same roof at the best of times. So it hadn't been much of a leap when he thought his father might try to hurt him. Granted his father had been remarkably cool about it…..which now that he really thought about it was kind of suspicious in its own right. Just what had happened to change Stoick the Vast's so much in the past few days that's seeing his son as a dragon was….okay? He couldn't quite shake the feeling that he was missing a piece to this puzzle.

The approach of heavy footsteps shook him out of his thoughts and he finally meet Toothless' gaze. Toothless' large orbs burn into him and Hiccup saw fear and concern reflected in their fiery depths.

"I'm sorry Bud, I…I didn't mean to scare you, okay? I just…..I just needed to get away. I thought that my dad was going to, I don't know, try to hurt me I guess. With was stupid now that I think about it, seeing as I spent the night our house. But I was scared Bud. I still am." Hiccup finally confessed. "I have no idea what's going on and I freaked out for a minute, I'm sorry."

Toothless stepped forward and stretched one massive wing out to place it on the young dragons shoulder in a comforting gesture.

"I'm sorry too Hiccup, I didn't mean to yell at you. You just made me worried, that's all". Toothless said apologetically." I understand that your scared Hiccup, but I'm here to help you just like you did for me."

"I know bud, thanks"

Toothless pulled his wing back and tucked it away as Stoick finally rounded the last corner of the path and came into view.

"Now then, " He said, retrieving his axe from the ground and returning it to its place on his belt. "Let's get back to the village before Gobber loses his head with worry." Turning back towards the direction of the village, he gestured with a shrug of one large shoulder for the pair of Nightfuries to follow.

By the time they reached to edge of the forest and began to see the roofs of cabins on the horizon, the sun was beginning its decent into the west. Suggesting that it was around late noon and lunch would have came and gone by the time they reached the mess hall.

Hiccup's stomach growled fiercely at the thought of food, and he was made all too aware of the empty state of his midsection. He only just realized that in his haste to escape he had neglected to eat anything that morning, let alone that day, seeing as he spent a good portion of it stuck in a hole. Even eel was starting to sound good at this point.

As they were making their way into the village, they had decided to make a quick stop at the chief's cabin. And they were greeted by a very eager Gobber, who was holding one of the most beautiful sites that Hiccup had seen all day, food! Gobber had a large basket of raw fish slung over one shoulder, filled to the brim with cod, salmon and what seemed like just about every fish in season. The cap of the basket was flipped open, exposing the goodies inside and allowing the tempting smells to waft their mischievous way into Hiccups nostrils. His mouth was watering in an instant, and his stomach growled loudly demanding satisfaction.

Unable to stop himself, Hiccup bounded over to the one-legged Viking and began circling him and prodding his nose at the basket of treats.

"Well, it looks like someone's hungry "Gobber said amusement clear in his gruff voice. Slowly he slid the basket from over his shoulder and placed it on the ground in front of the starving Nightfury. "Well, have at it then."

Excitement and hunger completely over took him, as Hiccup dived into the basket knocking it over and spilling it contents out onto the ground. Not caring the his food was coated with a fine sprinkling of dirt, he began eagerly guzzling the juicy treats at an alarming pace. Somewhere in the back of his mind Hiccup was aware that he was behaving like a starving animal and knew that he should feel a little embarrassed but he was just too hungry to care. He couldn't even remember the last time he ate. He didn't even stop to consider that what he was doing was strange. After all, he was eating raw fish off the ground, but then again, he was a dragon now so did it really matter? At the moment, no it didn't. Because each time a new fish made its way into his mouth and down his throat, he felt his stomach cry out in satisfaction.

As Hiccup continued to make quick work of the fish, Gobber hobbled his way over to the chief. "I figured ya might need some food, seeing a Hiccup will be eating the raw stuff for now, I'm glad yer all right. Ya had me worried there fer a moment, what took ya so long?" Gobber asked with curious relief.

"Hiccup got himself inta a bit of trouble, nothing we couldn't handle, but it took a few minutes to sort it out." Stoick replayed simply, all of the old exasperation he used to display absent from his face.

"Well at least we know that part of him hasn't changed." Gobber said lightly with click of his tongue.

"What do ya mean?" Stoick asked

"He always manages to find trouble that one." Gobber explained with an amused sort of huff.

Hiccup was guzzling down the last of his fish when Toothless sat down beside him. With his stomach finally satisfied his mind returned to him and he instantly felt both embarrassed and mortified. Just what was happening to him, he was starting to behave more like a dragon and less like a human. And it was beginning to scare him.

"Toothless….what's happening to me?" His voice came out shaky and quiet, and it made Toothless twinge to have to hear his former rider's voice so scared.

"I don't know Hiccup, but we'll figure it out." Toothless bumped his nose lightly against the side of Hiccups head. "Just don't go running off again."

"Toothless, I want you to teach me" Hiccup said with a slightly steadier voice.

"Teach you what?" Toothless ask, not quite sure what Hiccup meant.

Finally looking up at Toothless Hiccup could feel the walls in his head beginning to crumble. He wanted to run, to wake and find out that this all was a dream; it all just felt so unreal. But he couldn't and wouldn't, this was his new reality. He was a dragon now, whether he liked it or not. He could whine about it or try to ignore it but it wasn't going to go away. Gobber was right, he always manages to get himself into trouble; but for once there was no way to fix it. Just what had he done to get himself into this mess?

Whether it was from his own stupidity or from just a random string of fate, he was what he was and it looked like there was no going back. So if he was going to be stuck like this he might as well learn to work with it. Closing his eyes, he took a deep breath and he felt the walls in his mind begin to patch themselves back up. And once he was calm enough he opened his eye, and with a new look of determination, answered Toothless' question with a strong stead voice.

"Teach me how to fly"

* * *

><p>AN: I'm so very sorry for the extremely long wait on this one. A lot stuff happened, like mid terms and my car breaking down, you know...life. So I haven't had much time to write :P. But thankfully my car's now fixed and midterms are over so regular scheduled releases will resume. I had planned on having toothless teach Hiccup how to fly in this chapter, but it just wasn't coming out right so I'm going to end up dedicating a whole chapter to the subject. We'll start seeing more of the group, like astrid and fishlegs, in the up coming chapters so don't worry. Thanks again for all the support and for your understanding, you guys are the best. So until next chapter don't forget to fav, follow and review. Bye, bye. :)
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**Chapter 11: Insecurities **

"Crap" Hiccup grunted through clenched teeth as he pulled himself out of yet another mud puddle. He had been at this for hours and so far all he managed to do was crash land into what seemed like every mud puddle on Berk. The highest he had managed to get off the ground so far was half way up the trees before he would lose his balance and come crashing back down to earth. He was exhausted, and his flesh was so bruised up that he felt like he'd taken a ride through the rapids without a boat. Sighing wearily, he stretched his sore muscles and quickly regretted it has they cried out in protest.

It had been almost a week since he asked toothless to teach him how to fly, and so far he felt like he had not been making any progress. Just what exactly was he doing wrong? Was he not flapping hard enough? Maybe his angle was off, or his tail position was wrong. He had tried everything he could think of to improve his flight but so far nothing seemed to be working…... But then again, he had never been good at anything resembling athleticism, so it should not have surprised him that he was a failure at being a dragon too.

Hiccup, feeling slightly depressed at his lack of skill, hung his head lower as Toothless approached him from across the clearing. Hiccup sighed deeply as Toothless' shadow fell over him, and he turned to his friend and mentor with a look of insecurity.

"I just don't get it." He said with frustration. "What exactly am I doing wrong?"

Toothless chuckled slightly at his friend's frustration, a look of understanding gleaming in his cat like eyes. "You're thinking about it too much." He stated simply.

"Oh thanks bud, that really helps" Hiccup said with frustration and sarcasm." Would you care to elaborate" he finished with a small huff.

"I would if you'd not interrupted, little one." Toothless said sternly, but not angrily, knowing his friend's attitude was just his outward projection of his always present insecurities. "Flying isn't about analyzing and planning, it's about instinct and feeling." Toothless said as a matter of fact. "Clear your mind and just feel the wind as it curls underneath your wings. Don't try to fight the current, use it to your advantage, and allow it to propel you up and onward." He instructed.

Hiccup listened to Toothless' explanation but was too tired to really absorb what was being said. His Muscles were shaking with exhaustion and his stomach growled loudly demanding to be satisfied.

Toothless shook his head and moved to help his ex-rider back onto his feet. "Come on then, we're done for today, you need to get some food and rest."

Hiccup didn't protest as he was shoved gently back onto his aching feet and was ushered back toward the village by Toothless, who was holding him up on one side as he wobbled slightly.

Toothless had been reluctant to teach him at first, and insisted that he wait until he was fully rested and used to his new body. But Hiccup, being as stubborn as ever, refused to listen to Toothless' mothering and insisted that he was fine. After much arguing the older Nightfury had begrudgingly agreed to start their lessons, but only with the condition that Toothless got to decide their schedule and if he said Hiccup needed a rest then the younger dragon wasn't allowed to argue.

Walking into the dining hall, Hiccup was assaulted with a mix of delectable scents. The smell of freshly caught fish permeated the air and caused his mouth to water with hunger. He also smelt the meat cooking over the fire but, since becoming a dragon, cooked flesh no longer appealed to him. Toothless was right when he had said that cooking took the flavor out of the meat. His dad had made him a yak steak one night but the taste had been nothing like he remembered, all he could taste was char and it sat heavily in his stomach afterward. He'd tried other types of cooked meats since, but they all had the same result.

Hiccup felt more awake as toothless guided him toward the full barrels of fresh fish which the others had set up specifically for them in the corner of the room.

Settling himself down, he knocked over a barrel and allowed its juicy contents to spill out in front of him. The scent of cod and salmon wafted up into his nostrils as he dipped his head down and clenched one of the tasty morsels between his jaws.

His stomach unclenched in relief as the salmon slid down his throat and filled the void. Delighted that the pain in his stomach had lessened some, Hiccup began to greedily guzzle down half a barrel of fish as Toothless ate beside him with calm reserve.

Hiccup was just finishing off his last fish when he felt a pair of eyes on him. Looking up, his gaze locked with a pair of beautiful cerulean blue eyes that widened in surprise at being caught staring at him, with a look that was a mixture of curiosity and fear. However, having been caught, Astrid quickly averted her gaze back to her plate and continued to poke at her food

Hiccup hadn't noticed her when they'd come in, for the most part the room had been empty and he'd been to tired and hungry to care. But now that he'd noticed her he couldn't seem to look away.

He had always thought of her as beautiful, but with his new and improved sense of vision she seemed to glow. Her once just blonde hair seemed to emit a soft glow like spun gold, and he could see the turbulent and vast ocean in her eyes. Her cheeks held a slight pink glow and her smooth skin reminded him of a porcelain doll he'd once seen on trader Johann's ship when he was a kid. Everything about her just seemed amplified, like he was looking through rose colored glass.

His heart squeezed painfully has he saw the look of fear that had been in her eyes. Were they no longer friends? For a short time he thought that they had come to an understanding, some sort of common ground. Heck, he would have even gone as far as to call them friends. So if that was true then….then why, why was she scared of him?

Tearing his eyes away from her he looked down at his feet; the thought of her piercing gaze haunted him, and he couldn't help but wondered what exactly she must have thought of him.

Then he saw his claws, they gleamed menacingly with the blood that had dripped off of his meal. Glancing at himself and realizing just how he must look, all splattered with blood, it suddenly struck him, _she must think I'm some kind of….monster now._

Suddenly feeling his depression return with full force, he hoisted himself back to his feet and, with his head hung low, he walked out of the dining hall and into the cold night air. All the while he could feel those blue eyes following him out the door.

Toothless followed him wordlessly back to their house, and when they reached Hiccup's loft he watched helplessly as Hiccup curled up tightly in the far corner, and without a word went to sleep.

Hiccup tossed and turned as his sleep was tormented by nightmares. Nightmares of his Father, Nightmares of not being able to fly, but what tormented him the most was those eyes. Those blue eyes that had gazed at him with fear and made him feel so alone.
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Hero Reborn

Chapter 12: Rumors

Astrid could not remember the last time she had been so shocked in her entire life. When Hiccup's small, thin frame was replaced with a huge Nightfury, her mind was sent reeling. Just what exactly was going on? So far no one seemed to have any idea, even Gothi was clueless.

Hiccups transformation had been received with mix reactions. Some believed that it was a blessing from Thor to reward the young hero. Some thought that maybe it was a curse, a curse to punish Hiccup for going behind everyone's back and befriending the enemy, for betraying his kind in favor of monsters. As for Astrid, she wasn't sure what to think.

_I mean a Human turning into a dragon, that's just insane!_ She had only just gotten used to the idea of dragon's living amongst them, and now this. She knew some were over reacting out of fear and confusion, but she was barely holding it together as it was herself, so she couldn't really blame them.

She had always prided herself on knowing what's what, no question went unanswered. She didn't like mysteries; they were unsettling and made her feel insecure. She always stayed one step ahead of the game but she couldn't plan ahead now, because she had no idea what to expect. She felt like she had been knocked off balance, like the ground had been pulled out from under her and she was trying to regain her footing.

She and Hiccup had formed a strange relationship, a relationship she had been glad for. She had for the longest time, thought of Hiccup as the village screw up, just as everyone else had. She'd rallied against the idea of such a person one day becoming chef. But He had shown her that she was wrong, and through him she'd learned so much about a world she had never understood. He'd shown her the beauty of the creatures she'd once detested and secretly feared. And she'd even come to understand him and his pain. She had been devastated when she thought she had lost Hiccup for good. But now that he was back…just how was she supposed to feel? Happy? Well of course she was, but she knew that waiting just over the horizon was trouble.

Astrid sighed heavily to herself as she pulled her favorite axe out of her unfortunate wooden target. She had been coming to the training arena every day since Hiccup returned. She felt less burdened by all her worries when she was using her muscles, it gave her a chance to clear her mind and just let go. She felt solid and unmovable, like a rock.

Holstering her axe in its loop at her belt, she made her way out of the arena, refusing Stromfly's eager invitation to fly, and into the village. She couldn't remember the last time she ate and, feeling her stomach growl, decided to make her way to the dining hall.

Snow had begun to fall in the recent days, and small piles could be seen here and there littering the ground. It wouldn't be long now until winter finally set its icy claws into Berk, which meant real food would soon be in short supply. She wasn't looking forward to eating dried rations again but it was something all Berkians had grown used to, and was to be expected with the recent dragon raids before the war ended.

Opening the large doors she was pleasantly surprised to see that the room was mostly empty and her usual table was unoccupied. The smell of smoked meats, rich chesses and baked goods wafted her way and caused her stomach to growl in anticipation. She quickly grabbed herself a generous helping of smoked meat, roasted vegetables and bread from the main table and made her way to the closest seat to the fire pit.

Glad for the warmth of the fire she began digging into her meal, savoring the flavors as her stomach was slowly becoming full. Just as she was finishing her last piece of bread she felt a cold breeze blow in as the doors to the hall were opened. Hugging herself, and inching closer to the fire, she looked up in annoyance to see who had just entered and disturbed her meal. But was shocked to see not a fellow Viking, but two night furies come shuffling through the door way.

From the look of Hiccups limping they'd been at it again. Hiccup hadn't been in the village much since the transformation. For the most part he'd been spending his time with toothless in the woods, but on rare occasions they could be spotted coming in and out of the dining hall. Astrid hadn't seen Hiccup since the night of the funeral, so she was once again floored by just how much he resembled a Nightfury.

She watched as he, a toothless, made their way towards the barrels of raw fish in the back corner of the hall. The cook had been leaving them out for the dragons, but she knew it was mostly for Hiccup and Toothless. Since Hiccup still didn't seem to know how to fly and Toothless no longer had a rider, so catching their own fish would be a problem.

Hiccup was just slightly smaller than Toothless, not as thickly muscled or tall, but she guessed that was because toothless was probably older then him. She watched with slight disgust and wonder as Hiccup swallowed a fish whole and was making alarming progress with his pile of food.

It was shocking to watch Hiccup behaving in such an animalistic way. _Just like a dragon. _Just how much of the old Hiccup still existed in this new Nightfury? Did he still remember who he was or what he'd done? …..Did he still remember her?

Almost as if he could hear her thoughts the Nightfury in question lifted his head and locked eyes with her, and she froze in place. Those eyes, even though they were sickled, shown with the same intelligence she had once seen, and admired, in Hiccup. And the toxic green color reminded her of the ever changing leaves in the forest. She couldn't seem to tear her eyes from his gaze; it didn't seem like the gaze of other dragon, it was predatorily. It felt more like one of curiosity or insecurity and it made her want to comfort him.

Frightened by this new feeling she quickly averted her gaze back to her food; trying to look at anything but those piercing eyes. Why was she acting like this? It wasn't like her at all, she was Astrid Hofferson! She was supposed to be tough and unrelenting, not…whatever this new feeling was!

Out of the corner of her eye she saw Hiccup and toothless raise to their feet and head towards the doors. She watched has they stepped out into the night and let the door slam behind them, leaving her once again in silence.

She sat there a moment more, watching the spot where the two had disappeared before turning her attention back to her last piece of half eaten bread. Moving to get up she decided that she'd lost her appetite and shoved the plate away from her and made her way out of the dining hall. Opening the door she made her way back through the cold night air and into her own house. Marching up to her room she collapsed onto her bed and finally allowed herself to relax. She had been so tense the last few days that she had felt like a coil waiting to snap.

Within minutes she was drifting off to sleep, letting her dreams run wild as she went deeper into unconsciousness. She dreamed of dragons, of flying through the air on stromfly's back and letting the wind run through her loose hair. But most of all she dreamed of the forest and those toxic green eyes that made her feel so small.

* * *
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><p><strong>The Hero Reborn<strong>

Chapter 13: Pain

Hiccup woke early that morning already feeling low. He just couldn't shake the feeling he got when he remembered those eyes that had gazed at him with fear reflected in their cerulean depths. They haunted his dreams and saw to it that he got as little sleep as possible.

A week had passed since his encounter with Astrid in the great hall, and he had been avoiding her ever since. He thought that they had been friends, or at least she didn't hate him anymore, after he had let her ride Toothless. But that all felt ages ago, maybe something had changed. Maybe there were just some things she couldn't accept. It saddened him to think this way, but it was probably true.

_I mean it took her until just recently to accept me for just being a human, now this…maybe I was expecting too much. After all… were we ever actually friends?_ Sighing to himself he pulled his heavy body up and made his way down the stairs and out into the cool morning air.

The sun had not yet risen so the sky was still a soft gray with clouds sprinkled here and there, and a cold breeze told him that rain was on its way into Berk. _Great,_ _how fitting, _he thought to himself bitterly. Now at least the weather would reflect his mood.

Yawning wide, he made his way tiredly to the mess hall, his tail dragging heavily behind him. He wasn't feeling very hungry but it wouldn't do for him to start his training with Toothless on an empty stomach, he knew that he'd definitely regret it later if he didn't eat something.

The village was quiet as most of the villagers were still asleep in their respective homes, and the lack of activity in the town square gave of a slightly eerie feeling. Hiccup couldn't help but be grateful for the silence though, seeing as he'd prefer to enjoy his meal in peace for once, and the prospect of a thousand eyes being glued to his back as he eat was extremely unnerving. They would always watch him, like he was a snake and they weren't sure if he was going to strike or not.

He would hear them talking sometimes…the rumors. He wasn't sure if they knew he was listening or not, or even if they knew he could still understand them, but he could... and he couldn't help but feel the hole in his chest grow with each word.

The village still didn't trust him….never did, after all he'd always been a screw up and now, according to them, he was a monster. It's not his fault, he didn't ask for this! Just what did they expect him to do? If he could change back he would.

Reaching the giant oak doors he shoved them open gently with his large head. A fire burned softly in the hearth and the scent of fresh bread filled the air as it came wafting out from the kitchen. Thankfully the room was almost completely empty, besides himself and the cook. Glancing over to the side he saw the cook had been nice enough to restock Toothless' and his with the fresh catch of the day. So he slowly made his way over to his usual spot. Using his claws he grabbed the edge of his barrel and pulled it down onto its side, spilling it's still wet contents on the cold floor in front of him.

Settling down on the floor he rummaged lazily through his mixture of salmon and cod, still not feeling very hungry, and grabbed a small fish and began slowly picking away at it. As he chewed, or more like swallowed, his food he let his mind wonder. He'd been playing around with the idea of a new tail for Toothless for weeks. Something that would make it so he could fly without the assistance of a rider. He had a rough idea on how he could make it work but without hands he had no idea how he was going to manage using the forge or cutting out the leather. This whole turning into a dragon business was more trouble than it was worth, and he found himself getting frustrated all over again. Why? Just why did he have to turn into a dragon? And more than that, how did he even turn into a dragon in the first place? This whole thing was impossible….but here he was, a dragon.

He was just making his way through his second fish when he felt the wind blow past him as the great doors were opened, admitting another Nightfury through its large entrance.

"So this is where you were." Toothless said with obvious relief as he approached hiccup. "why didn't you wake me? I would have come down with you."

Hiccup looked away a little ashamed. He knew his recent evasive behavior had been worrying Toothless but he just couldn't bring himself to talk about it with the older dragon. Would he even understand what he was going through?

"I just wanted to be alone for a little bit to think that's all." Hiccup admitted, it was the truth… maybe not the whole truth but he wasn't exactly lying.

Toothless took a seat next to Hiccup and knocked over his own barrel, but the look on his face showed that he didn't fully believe in Hiccup's response. "To think about what? Is there something you're not telling me?" He said, suspicion clear in his voice but he wasn't being pushy. Hiccup knew that if he didn't want to talk about it then Toothless wouldn't force him, he would respect his privacy, and that just made him feel even worse about keeping it a secret.

Now that the numbness from shock had passed, he had been feeling insecure and depressed for a little over a week now and it wasn't getting any better. His only distraction from the dark feelings eating away at him was his training with Toothless, which still wasn't going anywhere fast. He knew he needed to talk to Toothless about it, but every time he tried to bring it up the words failed him and he just couldn't get it out. He felt like he would sound like he was whining, or just making excuses. Even now, when the opportunity couldn't be better, he found himself clamming up and denying that anything was wrong at all.

"No, nothing. Why?" He said shaking his head lightly.

"You've been mopping around for days, and you're trying to tell me nothing's wrong?" Toothless said skeptically.

"That's because nothing is wrong" Hiccup replied slightly defensive.

Toothless looked at him unconvinced but let it drop, he knew Hiccup would tell him when he was ready, and that trying to push his friend wouldn't get him anywhere.

"So then, if nothing's wrong then what are you thinking so deeply about?" The larger dragon inquired.

"If you must know I was thinking of a new design for your tail, I might have come up with a way for you to fly on your own."

Toothless was surprised by his response, the idea of one day flying on his own again had never occurred to him. And when Hiccup had turned into a dragon he had given up on the idea of flying again all together. So hearing that flight might be a possibility for him again, he was at a loss for words. Even Hiccups next words couldn't dull the new found excitement that was now coursing through him.

"But I don't have hands so I have no idea how I'm going to work on it without them. I mean I can't use the forge, cut out the leather, or make the cogs." Hiccup said in frustration and giving his claws an accusatory glare.

"Why not have that loud, one legged metal worker do it for you?" Toothless asked.

"His name is Gobber, and I'm not sure if he would be able to do the precision work it would require. He is missing a hand after all." Hiccup relied "And making a tail fin is a lot more complex than an axe or a sword."

Hiccup sighed heavily. "The one thing I was good at and I can't even do that anymore."

Toothless was just about to reassure his friend when he smelt a familiar scent waft in from the entrance as the large doors were opened. He could tell Hiccup had smelt it to cause he instantly tensed up like he was readying himself to receive a hard blow.

Astrid made her way into the room and towards the hearth, rubbing her upper arms for warmth. She had not seemed to notice the two dragons yet as she took a seat next to the fire and began warming her hands. But as Hiccup began to stand up to make his escape he slipped on the half eaten fish he had been working on and caused his tail to slap loudly against the support beam behind him as he attempted to balance himself, causing a shield to become dislodged and crash onto the stone floor. Of course something like that would happen to Hiccup, it wouldn't just be as simple as leaving, not for him. The sound instantly alerted the young girl to their presence and her eyes widened in shock as her eye's met the sight of the two large Nightfuries at the other side of the large room.

Hiccup was scared, he had wanted to try to slip out unnoticed, but now that he'd been spotted he couldn't do anything else but freeze. He wanted to run or hide but he couldn't do either or as his legs currently refused to listen to him. All he could do was stand frozen in place as he stared back at Astrid from his spot across the room, which now felt unbearably small and empty.

He had been dreading this moment since their last encounter, and he didn't know what to do. He watched as Astrid stared back at him with shock and confusion plain on her face. Time seemed to stretch on forever as they just stared at each other, just when Hiccup couldn't take it anymore Astrid averted her gaze. And there on her face was the same look of fear as before. The look that he couldn't bear to see again, that had been haunting his every waking moment. Hiccup was immediately overcome with a strong emotion he couldn't place, and the urge to run was even stronger, somewhere far away. He didn't know where, just somewhere he could escape from everything. As almost as quickly as the thought had crossed his mind, he did just that, he ran.

He was out the door and exiting the village quicker than he previously thought possible, using his wings to push him faster as he ran over the rocky ground. He ran blindly through the trees as he keep going without and direction. He didn't notice Toothless trailing far behind him, he didn't care. He just wanted to escape it all. The judgmental glares, the fear of the villagers, Astrid, and everything that reminded him of what he was, and what he could never be again.

Before long he reached the shore on the opposite side of the island and came to an abrupt stop as his feet hit the water. There was nowhere left to run. He knew he couldn't just keep running from his problems like this but he couldn't help it, it was almost and instinct, like and animal fleeing from danger. His chest burned hot and his legs ached, but he could tell it wasn't just from exhaustion. Something felt wrong.

He hissed sharply as the pain in his chest blossomed outward towards his back and head. Why did this feel so familiar? The pain was almost blinding and he couldn't think straight. He felt like his skull was cracking in half, he growled instinctively as he heard someone approach him, but was instantly brought to his knees as intense pain exploded down his back. It felt like his bones themselves where breaking and trying to rearrange themselves like some sort of macabre jigsaw puzzle. He has distantly aware of someone calling his name but he was in too much pain to really take notice. He howled in agony as he felt his flesh tearing and shrinking to fit over a newly reshaping from. He couldn't take the pain any longer and gave into the darkness as he passed out.

* * *

><p>Toothless watched in shock as Hiccup growled viciously at him like an animal in pain. Toothless was exhausted and out of breath from chasing after his friend, he was sure something had been eating away at the younger dragon but now he was sure that something was incredibly wrong. Hiccup soon began to howl in pain and Toothless rushed up to his friend while calling his name, hoping it might snap him out of it. But upon closer inspection Toothless could tell this wasn't just his friend going rabid on him, objects were poking at Hiccup's skin from underneath the surface as his bones were rearranging themselves underneath the thick flesh. Toothless watched in horror as Hiccup's flesh began to tear and change color and his back began to shorten. His arms and legs began to thin out and his hands and feet were beginning to take a new shape. His jaw soon resembled its original shape and his old chestnut brown hair sprouted out of his once bald scaly scalp.<p>

The transformation only took a few minutes and Hiccup had passed out half way through it, but Toothless just gazed down at the new form in complete shock. Where a young Nightfury once stood was the unconscious form of a human boy with strange dragon like features. Just what in Oden's name was going on here?

* * *

><p>AN: Cliff hanger ending! I'm evil muwahaha. Yes, yes I know he's running away again. But for Hiccup I believe that being in the unusual situation he's in he really doesn't have very many options available to him. He can't talk to anyone other than Toothless, and because he's unaccustomed to talking about his feelings with others, (or even anyone listening if he tried) he can't really bring himself to do it. And even if he did I think he probably would have gotten a line from his father like "be a man", or "stop complaining". However seeing as he and Stoick never had a very good relationship in the first place, I seriously doubt he would have said anything, thinking he would get such a response. He also has to deal with his new enhanced animal instincts so his fight or flight response is a lot stronger then when he was human. And I feel that since Hiccup isn't a very aggressive person and tends to not favor dealing with emotional problems head on, flight is the more likely option he would instinctively choose. Especially when dealing with Stoick or Astrid. They both are focal points of some of his major anxieties so I think his reaction to flee and hide is pretty realistic. But now he has nowhere to run, what will he do next? Once again I would like to say thank you to all my loyal readers, you guys are just amazing and I love you all. Don't forget to review, favorite and follow. And I'll see you all in my next chapter.
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The Hero Reborn

Chapter 14: Metamorphosis

Hiccup lay motionless upon the sand, his legs still in the water. He was taller and more muscular than he used to be, and his facial features were more defined and elegantly shaped, but there was no mistaking it, it was Hiccup. He still had some black scales in thin lines on his cheek bones in a sort of sideways Y shapes with one of the arms bent on each. And fangs could clearly be seen protruding from between his lips. He still had his claws, wings and tail, but they were much smaller as if to match the proportions of his new form. The earlike flaps still adorned his head but his human ears where back, however they were now pointed instead of their original rounded shape. The tips of his fingers were a slightly grayish black color, reminiscent of his scales which had been replaced with smooth pale skin. His hair also seemed to be slightly longer and a more vivid color then Toothless remembered and it seemed to shin with a red tint in the sun light.

Just what was going on here? Toothless just couldn't wrap his head around this whole situation.

_This wasn't supposed to happen!_

Toothless wasn't exactly sure how the spell he'd cast at Hiccups funeral even worked so there was no way to be sure. For all he knew it had never been cast on a human before….. could Hiccups transformation be his fault? It was a definite possibility, he'd been thinking about it for weeks now. The spell, after all, had been sacred and old, not many dragon's even knew about it let alone used it. This was definitely something he was going to have to investigate further. But for now he needed to get his….. human…..back to his home for some medical attention, he had no idea how humans ( or if Hiccup could even be considered human) worked but even he, with his limited knowledge, knew that Hiccup needed help. His body had been under a lot of stress lately. What with death followed by reanimation and two separate transformations, there was likely to be some damage or trauma at the very least. Hiccup's complexion was paler than Toothless was comfortable with and his breathing appeared to be ragged and shallow, steering up a familiar anxiety in Toothless that he didn't want to think about.

Toothless walked forward and craned his head down to close his jaws gently over Hiccups arm, making sure to retract his teeth so as not to bite into the young boys flesh. He then gingerly pulled the boy's motionless, and all too light, body away from the water and hoisted him onto his back. Once Hiccup was situated neatly between Toothless' shoulder blades, the dragon folded his wings back and over Hiccups' unconscious form so as to keep him in position, and shield his nude body from the cold.

Hiccup was completely oblivious to the wind tearing past him as Toothless took off at break-neck speeds through the trees. Toothless felt his claws dig deep into the in the terrain, finding purchase in the soft ground and propelling him forward. He needed to get Hiccup to the village as soon as possible, hoping beyond all hope that the sleeping village continued to lay dormant. So as to salvage the possibility of keeping Hiccups current state under wraps until something could be done about it.

He could only hope that the village healer, or "Gothi" as he'd heard Hiccup call her, could do something for his friend.

Hiccup hadn't stirred throughout the entire journey, and when they finally reached the edge of the village Toothless was really beginning to worry. Hiccup's breathing was, if possible, even more intensely labored and his body felt uncomfortably hot against Toothless' scales.

They had been gone for almost two hours by toothless' estimate and the sun had already risen above the horizon, bathing the village in a warm light. Some of the residents were already out and about doing their daily routine. Toothless could see the loud metal worker called "Gobber" already hard at work as well as a few others.

Toothless was thankful that, for the most part, all of the villagers were still inside of their homes or the food hall. It made it a lot easier for him to sneak back to Hiccups house at the top of the hill without being seen by the villagers. Toothless was aware just how hostile and superstitious Vikings could be when something new challenged their beliefs or sense of normalcy. Hiccup's first transformation had shaken everyone, and for the most part the reactions hadn't been positive. He knew Hiccup could hear what people had said under the illusion of confidentiality. The words had been harsh, cold….condemning. It's cruel what humans said behind each other's backs when they thought you couldn't hear it. What they hadn't taken into account was Hiccup's new and improved sense of hearing courtesy of his new dragon genes .He had heard it all, but to Hiccup, toothless realized, it was normal. He felt the pain of it all, took the abuse with a maddening acceptance, and Toothless had observed it all in horror.

He had wanted to rip the Vikings apart, feel their flesh tear and bones crunch between his teeth, listen to their screams get choked as they gagged on their own blood. But he had not. He knew it would only have made the situation so much worse, so instead he railed in his animal instincts and tried to just be there to catch his friend when he fell. There was not much else he could do. He was out of his element; he knew not of the ways of the humans and could only be an outsider. He held no position in their society and they all viewed him as a threat or a liability, just waiting for some excuses to off him. He didn't need to give the villagers another reason to want Hiccup or himself dead.

Once Toothless arrived at the chief's cabin he slammed his body into the door with the full force of his run, not pausing when it smacked violently into the wall and knocking over various hanging objects unceremoniously onto the hard floor. Stoick, who had been eating breakfast at the large oak table, stood up abruptly and nearly knocking over the table in his shock, as he was greeted by the site of a fluster nightfury and the startling sound of metal clanging sharply upon the ground.

"Toothless!" he exclaimed "What's wrong, where Hiccup" worry heightening his tone, anxious at the absence of his son at the dragon's side. Hiccup had barely left the nightfury's side since the transformation, so where was he now? When he'd woken up this morning to the absence of the pair he'd just assumed that they were together doing flight lessons like they had been every morning. But now looking at the flustered and agitated state of Toothless the chief felt his heart plummet to his stomach.

_No, no, no, no, not again please_ Stoick thought in panic

But then a strange sort of mass underneath the dragon's wings, which were bent back at an uncomfortable angle, caught his eye. Stoick could have sworn he saw another smaller pair of wings poking out from underneath Toothless' larger ones. Just what was going on? Where was Hiccup?

Toothless approached the man with apprehension and silently unfolded his wing from his back and stretching them out, fully exposing his cargo for Stoick to see.

Gasping in a quite un-Viking like way, Stoick stared down with a sort of numb fascination at the site before him. Nestled between the nightfury's strong shoulder blades, was the small form of a human boy, HIS boy! Even with the distinctly dragonish features gracing the small boy's slight frame Stoick instantly recognized the face of his child. He believed he could recognize Hiccup's face, which was startlingly similar to the boy's mother's, anywhere. Even so, he was shocked to see how different the boy looked. The more human parts of his son were toned with a lean layer of muscle and his face was more delicately shaped; He even appeared to be taller than before! Hiccup had always taken after his mother but now looked at his son, he felt as if she had been brought back from the dead. The thought of his late wife causing the old scars of his heart to ache with a deeply rooted pain of loss stronger than he'd felt in years.

However, before the feeling really took hold, Stoick was pulled from his state of emotional distress by the sound of Hiccup's labored breathing. Really getting a good look at Hiccup, Stoick noticed the sweat lining Hiccup's creased forehead and his pale white completion accompanied by the red flush of a fever on his cheeks.

Kneeling down next to the dragon he felt Hiccup's forehead with his large hands and was shocked at the blazing heat radiating beneath his palm. Even without much medical knowledge Stoick could tell that Hiccup's temperature was dangerously high and if they didn't get it down soon they could be in some big trouble.

Immediately Stoick rose to his feet and grabbed a cloth from the drying rack near the fire pit, and drenched it with the water in the pale that he had brought up to the house the night before. He grabbed Hiccup gently from his place on Toothless' back and laid him down on some furs near the fire pit. Placing the cold cloth on his son's forehead he watched as Hiccup began to shiver slightly. Stoick quickly grabbed a blanket from the drying rack and placed it over the small trembling boy. Then he turned to Toothless and ordered him to watch after Hiccup as he tore out of the house at top speed for the cabin belonging to Gothi.

Within minutes Gothi followed Stoick, hobbling with impressive speed, through the front door of the chief's house. Immediately the healer made a beeline for the shivering form lying beside Toothless, and began looking over her patient with concentrated eyes. Gothi's hands ghosted back and forth over Hiccup's body occasionally stopping to touch various places like a wrist, his neck, forehead and chest before continuing their relentless searching. Occasionally the elderly woman would disappear into the storage room gather supplies and herbs before returning back to Hiccups side with a freshly ground poultice to spread in various areas. After thirty pain staking and anxiety inducing minutes Githi finally turned to address her chief.

"How.. how is he Gothi?….just..I mean…is he gonna….." he couldn't bring himself to complete the sentence fearing the worst. Stoick had never been one for emotion he prided himself with his ability to compartmentalize but seeing his boy, weak as he was, made his armor crumble away as if it was never even there.

Resting a reassuring hand on the chief's large forearm Gothi opened her mouth to speak.

"Do not worry so much Stoick, Hiccup is going to be alright. His fever is already starting to come down slightly and I'm sure it will break soon. There is no cause for alarm; he will not be leaving us again." Gothis said with assurance, lightly patting the man's arm.

Stoick let out a breath he had not known he had been holding, in a long sigh of relief. Just how many times was Hiccup planning to give him a heart attack? It was beginning to become an extremely unpleasant trend.

"He should be waking up soon, he seems to have been through an excessive amount of stress and judging by his current form I can see why." Gothi continued. "His body is weak, but he should recover just fine with some rest and few doses of my herbal mixture, it's a relaxant with an added fever reducer. It should help him sleep as well, he's going to need it. Just brew it into a tea and have him drink it three times a day with food." Gothi concluded.

Stoick nodded as he committed her instructions to memory and grabbed said concoction out of the hand Gothi had extended to him. Now that he was sure Hiccup was in no danger of dying again he could concentrate on the other pressing matter at hand, Hiccup's new form.

"I swear he's doing this on purpose" he said with grimm humor " trying to give his old man a heart attack" Stoick said rubbing the spot between his eye's with his forefinger and thumb. A silence filled the air as he listen to the sound of Hiccup's breathing, it was starting to even out and the knot in Stoick chest was finally beginning to loosen. Then taking a deep breath and letting it out he turned to Gothi and asked the question he hoped the elderly woman and all her wisdom, could provide the answer to.

"What is happening to 'im Gothi?" Stoick could feel his heart weighting heavily in his chest. "I mean first he…and then he was a nightfury….and now this!" Stoick could feel his voice trembling slightly as he continued. "Why are the Gods doin' this to my boy?"

Gothi watched he chief struggle to control his emotion with a sad expression lined into her withered face. "I'm not certain what manner of dark magic plagues your boy, but I do not believe it hails from the Gods." She said "No, no I believe this magic comes from a different source, though I cannot be sure of where."

Stoick turned to the village elder with a feeling of hope rising in his chest. "Then can ya help him Gothi? Can ya break this, this curse?"

Turning her gaze away from the chief to stare at the boy lying by the gently burning fire pit, she slowly shook her head. "No….this curse is beyond my knowledge; no enchantment of mine can help Hiccup with this. I have never seen such powerful magic before." She said feeling horrid for dashing the chief's hopes, but knowing now was not the time for pretty lies.

"Then….then what can we do?" Stoick asked feeling defeated.

Gothi considered the question for moment before speaking, and what she said wasn't exactly what Stoick wanted to hear. "I suggest that Hiccup seek out a healer from another land, my knowledge is limited and unfortunately useless, given his current condition." Gothi said a little ashamed at her lack of ability to help. "But a healer from a foreign land may have a better knowledge of this than I can provide."

Even though Stoick didn't want to see the logic in that, he couldn't deny that the elder was right. Foreign medicine may prove to be Hiccup's best option, considering traditional Viking enchantments and medicines were no longer on the list of possibilities.

But he couldn't just let Hiccup wonder around out there on his own, he might not back it back without Stoick's help. After all Hiccup was notorious for getting into trouble. But a chief couldn't just abandon his village to scour the world for some remedy that might not even exist, for who knows how long, it could take years! NO, his village needed him now more than ever. What with the lack of defenses dues to the all the men and women that had been killed during the battled on Dragon Island, and the number of ships and weapons they'd lost. Not to mention they were still dangerously low on food. Stoick would not be surprised in the least if some of Berk's enemies decided to capitalize on the opportunity to strike them while they were still trying to recover. After all, it's what he would do. No, he had to stay and ready his village to fend off invading forces. He'd have to let Hiccup and Toothless travel without him, but that didn't mean they would be traveling alone, not if he could help it. And he had just the Viking in mind.

Toothless had listened to the two in silence, curling his body around Hiccup in an attempt to comfort the young boy with his heat. He'd stopped really listening after he was sure Hiccup wasn't in any danger, but once the two humans had begun the discussion of Hiccup's new form he found it hard to concentrate on anything else. He felt his heart sink when the healer admitted to not being able to help Hiccup, and an overwhelming sense of guilt weighed heavily in his chest. Of course she couldn't help, this was dragon magic! He had done this….it was his fault Hiccup was the way he was, he was sure of it now. He'd been trying to save his friend's life….but maybe he'd just done it for himself, to save himself from the all-consuming loneliness he'd felt at his friends absence…..He'd just been selfishly helping himself, not even thinking about the consequences. When he heard the small female mention seeking foreign help his head snapped up, pulling himself out of his one dragon pity party. That was it! Why hadn't he thought about it before! He might just have an idea to help Hiccup after all.
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**Chapter 15: A Change of Pace**

When Hiccup woke it was to an unpleasant throbbing in his head as he was struck by the worst migraine he had ever experienced. His skull felt as if it were splitting open and the pain was so intense he felt his vision sway, and his stomach was doing dangerous summersaults, threatening to spew its contents out onto the floor. The light that was streaming in from the windows was burning his retinas and caused another wave of pain and nausea to wash over him. His body ached all over and he felt liked he had been torn apart and thrashed, only to be stuck back together haphazardly. He couldn't remember when he'd last felt quite this bad, not even when he'd transformed into a dragon; but then again, most of that had been a blur and all he really remembered was a dark void and a burning sensation. At the time he had been confused and frightened, just as he was now. Why had he suddenly become so ill and in pain? The last thing he remembered was being in the great hall, and then running, and then…nothing. Was he getting sick? Maybe his body was rejecting his transformation, after all with such a sudden and drastic change it made sense for his body to react strongly against it. But why had it waited until now to happen? He had been a dragon for a few weeks without any ill effects. It could be a delayed reaction, like maybe his system had gone into some sort of shock, but even that seemed like a weak explanation to Hiccup. He groaned mentally at the rapidly increasing list of things that he didn't understand as he added yet another item he would need to investigate later. But for now, where was he exactly? He remembered passing out on the beach…but what happened after that? He suddenly became aware that he was lying on soft fur that seemed to have been servicing as a makeshift bed upon the hard ground. His back and shoulder were a little stiff, indicating that he must have slept here for quite a while. Just how long had he been out this time?

Without thinking, he sat up to examine his surroundings. It wasn't until he pulled his hand up out of instinct to block out the light that was streaming through the front door, as toothless pushed it open with his nose and entered the house, that he realized something was wrong. Hiccup gazed at his hand in utter shock and his mind froze. His hand, HE HAD A HAND! Experimentally he turned his hand around slowly to examine it on all sides, as if he was scared that if he moved too fast the illusion would be dispelled, and the appendage would disappear like smoke. Slowly and shakily he raised his other hand and closed both into light fists and watched in amazement when the long fingers curled in and out gracefully. He had never really thought about how important his hands where to him until he no longer had them, and to see and use them again was just a feeling like no other. He was scared that any moment he would wake up and it would all be just another dream. He had had plenty of them; he dreamed that he was human again, that everything had gone back to normal. But every single time he'd woken up to complete disappointment…except for now. Why? It made him not want to trust his eyes, made him not want to look away from the appendages in case they were to vanish when he wasn't looking.

Looking down at the rest of his body he was pleasantly surprised to see normal human legs extending outward on the blanket beneath him. He rolled his ankles and delighted in the feeling of his nimble legs responded to his mental commands as apposed the chunky stub like legs he had been saddled with over the last few weeks.

His headache completely forgotten he jumped up from the floor to explore the rest of his body. However, his new found excitement was derailed as he immediately lost his balance upon standing. Toothless had run and caught him with his large head, just in time to save him from ungracefully crashing to the floor, and helped pushed him back to his feet. Hiccup felt like he had just been jerked back by some large weight. Turning to see what had nearly sent him plummeting onto the floor, he was stunned by what he saw. His excitement vanished into thin air and he felt himself go cold and ridged. A large pair of bat like, raven black wings jutted out of his shoulder blades and extended back into graceful, yet imposing arches. Looking back at his hand he began to realize he wasn't quite as normal as his first initial shock and excitement had made him think. His fingers were blackened, as if he had been dipping them in soot, or had been working with grease at the smithy. They had a pattern reminiscent of the scales that had once covered his body; long, black, sharp claws that ended in deadly points jutted out from the fingertips and glistened deadly in the sun light. Turning, he realized that beside the wings, he also still had his long tail, although now much shorter, as well as a few back spines that spiked out from his skin down his back with the same pattern and pigment that adorned his fingers.

Toothless watched with tense apprehension as Hiccup examined his new form, expecting him to break down or snap at any second. Hiccup was shaking as he felt the ear flaps on his head and licked his small pink tongue over his sharp fangs. He knew this was frightening for Hiccup…hell, it was hard for him too… but he didn't know how to help his friend through this, no matter how much he wanted to. Hiccup had just finished inspecting his, now longer, legs when he finally turned to face Toothless.

"Hey, at least I'm taller now right?" He said in a vain attempt to cover up his fear with an inappropriately timed joke, and to anyone else he would have sounded normal. Toothless however, used to his humans antics, could hear the slight shaking in his words that betrayed his true state of emotion. Toothless didn't judge him for it, he knew sarcasm and cracking jokes was Hiccup's way of coping. Toothless didn't have to wait much longer until Hiccup's nervously shaking shoulders turned into full on shudders as he began to sob silently, cradling his torso with his long arms as he knelt back down on his makeshift bed and began to curl in on himself, as if by making himself smaller he could somehow disappear.

Toothless walked up and pressed his nose gently into hiccups arms to rest on his stomach, silently willing his friend to understand that he wasn't alone, that he would help Hiccup through this in any way he could.

"Why…Why is this…..' he said in between sobs. " Why is all this happening to me! I…what did I do to deserve this!" He cried hugging Toothless tighter to him like a drowning man holding on to planks of wood. Toothless felt his heart seize in his chest painfully as guilt flooded him. This was his fault; the pain his friend was in was all thanks to his own selfishness. If he'd just flown faster, turned sharper, maybe then his friend wouldn't be in such pain, maybe then he wouldn't have had to use that damned spell. Shaking himself mentally he dashed the dark thoughts from his head. What was done was done, he'd saved Hiccup's life and he would never apologize for that…even if it brought Hiccup pain. He had done what he had thought was right and would do it again in a heartbeat if given the choice. Brooding about his decision wasn't going to change anything and it wasn't going to help Hiccup. He needed his support now more than ever, not a self-loathing dragon.

Slowly he removed his head from Hiccups grip and affectionately rubbed his nose against Hiccups cheek before pulling away to look the distraught boy in the eyes.

"I don't know Hiccup, I really don't, but there might be a way to help you" Toothless said using his tail to force Hiccup to face him properly.

The hope that flashed through the boy's eyes cut Toothless deep, knowing he'd been the cause for his distress to begin with.

"Really! Are you serious? How?" Hiccup inquired, his eye lighting up. "Does Gothi have some sort of Cure?"

Toothless hated to give him hope were there might be none, but he had to be truthful. Lying to Hiccup wasn't going to get him anywhere and it certainly wasn't going to do Hiccup any good.

"No…no she doesn't…" Toothless said "But someone else might!" He added hastily, seeing the despair creep back into Hiccups eyes. "However It isn't certain so…" Toothless trailed off trying to think of the right words without distressing his friend further. After all, how do you tell someone that their only hope for any sort of normalcy and peace could be a false one?

Drying his tears Hiccup sat up and listened with cautious interest, trying not to get his hopes up for what might just be more bad news. "Who?" Hiccup inquired.

Toothless shuffled his paws slightly; clearly not comfortable with the question because he knew Hiccup would not be too keen about his answer. "That's we're we have a problem…we don't actually know" the dragon answered regretfully.

Hiccup closed his eyes and took a large breath of air in through his nose and let it out slowly through his mouth, not noticing the small wisp of smoking escaping as he did so, trying to remain calm even though all he wanted to do was scream. "So what do you suggest we do then, just knock on every door in the hopes that someone might have the slightest idea about curing my, my … "condition"?" Hiccup huffed sarcastically; he could feel himself losing his barley rained in temper. But why shouldn't he be angry!? He'd been through more hardship then people twice his age and the universe was still not done with him! If anything, he was entitled to be upset and throw a Viking sized tantrum or two.

Toothless didn't rise to the obvious bait, he understood Hiccup's sudden desire to argue, he was frustrated and wanted a chance to vent. However this wasn't the time to oblige the Hybrid as Hiccup had more pressing matters to discuss then fanning Hiccups flames.

"No, I have an idea of where we need to look, however, getting there is going to be a bit of an issue. Since neither you nor I can fly currently, we will have to travel by water. However winter, as you humans call it, is setting in and large portions of water are starting to freeze over." Toothless explained.

"Wait, if I have my legs back then why can't I just ride you like usual? I should be able to work the pedal now that I'm mostly human." Hiccup asked a little confused as to why there would be a problem.

"True you may resemble your old form more closely now but you're not used to your new one yet. You could hardly stand up right without my help earlier, and somehow you expect to be able fly? Plus you have a large tail and wings that would interfere in my "aerodynamics" as you called it, and make it quite difficult for me to achieve any lift. You're also heavier than you used to be and I have not had the time to adjust to your recent growth and build the necessary muscle to carry you, dragon's weren't originally meant to carry humans remember." The dragon explained feeling slightly guilty for concealing the truth. He hadn't been lying, Hiccup's new form really would cause quite a bit of trouble, however, it wasn't the main reason Toothless couldn't fly. He'd begun to feel rather weak over the past few weeks and he seriously doubted he could stay in the air for very long even with hiccup working the petal on his saddle. He wasn't sure just how much longer he could conceal his weakening condition from the boy, he knew that once he told Hiccup, the boy would be furious with him, but Hiccup had other worries and Toothless would not add to them. Especially since there was nothing the human would be able to do to help and it was his own fault anyway.

Hiccup had to admit Toothless was making a lot of sense. He had not considered how his new appendages and weight would affect Toothless' ability to fly. He had indeed grown considerably with his second transformation. Looking down he could see the new lean muscles coiled beneath the skin of his legs. His arms and abs were also more impressively sculpted, and he was also much taller than he used to be. If he had to guess, he was probably much taller than Astrid by now, he's always hated his small size so he was actually surprisingly happy about this development. At the thought of Astrid he felt his heart skip a beat, man if she had thought he'd been a freak before, just wait until she got a load of him now. He'd always had a soft spot for the blond warrior, what with her large eyes that seemed to shine like pools of liquid sapphire and her determined and fiery personality that reminded her peers that she wasn't just a pretty face but a fierce warrior. He'd had a crush on her for as long as he could remember, but so far it seemed like he was no closer to being friends with her than he was to figuring this whole mess out. Lately it seemed like they'd drifted even further apart, but that was probably his fault for not having the courage to even look her in the eye let alone try to convince her that he wasn't a monster. He was pulled from his thoughts about the blond girl when Toothless spoke again.

"We will need to travel by boat unfortunately, so it might take us a few weeks, or maybe even a few months depending on the weather." Toothless shivered remembering his last experience with said vessels which had ended with him strapped helplessly to a wooden plank beneath the water as fire raged over head.

"Toothless, this plan is all well and good, but do you honestly expect my dad to just let me go gallivanting around the world."

"Well then I guess it's a good thing that he came up with it then isn't it" Toothless stated with a slight chuckle curling his tail around his feet like an overly large cat. _Hiccup really does worry too much some times_, Toothless thought with a chuckle.

"Wow, that's a bit of a shock" Hiccup said a little taken aback, so his father had actually thought up this insanity? _I guess things really are changing. _

"You're father doesn't know that I have a destination in mind so I would like you to translate for me when he returns, he's been pouring over those dusty old and out dated map things since last night and I had no way of telling him he need not waste the effort."

"Sure, but where exactly will we be going?" Hiccup asked with curiosity. He knew that unlike the dragons that lived on the island Toothless had probably come from a land far off. He'd always suspected that night furies weren't indigenous to Berk and the Islands surrounding it since Toothless had been the only one to visit the small island in decades, which gave Toothless a better knowledge of the lands further out than the Vikings limited rations could take them. Hiccup had always had a tendency to venture off as he'd loved to discover new places, the prospect of going to a whole new land made him slightly giddy and extremely nervous. On one hand, the idea of learning about new cultures and seeing new locations that weren't the caves and forest of his home was extremely appealing. However he wasn't a fool and understood one of the biggest problems this mission would probably face. What if he was captured or killed by the natives for his monstrous appearance? If the reaction of his fellow Vikings had been anything to go on when he'd first transformed then he might just be in some serious trouble. After all, it wasn't like dragon-human hybrids were exactly run of the mill, and people might think he was some kind of demon or bad omen.

"It's a land quite far off, maybe a few weeks away, called the Isle of Night, once it used to be home to thousands of dragon species and was the birth place of my kind. It's surrounded by a thick layer of fog created by some of the islands inhabitants so it hard to find, but my mother once told me of its location before she died, so I have an idea of where to look for it. The individual we seek is called the Night Mother, she is rumored to be the best dragon healer to walk the earth and is a master of ancient magic. She will probably have more insight on your current condition than any human healer and may be able to help cure you." Toothless explained, eyeing Hiccup curiously. He watched as Hiccup relaxed a great deal upon hearing that the island they would be traveling to would consist of dragons rather than humans. This human would never cease to amaze him, while most would tremble at the idea of being brought into the nest of nature's greatest predators, here sat a young boy that practically relished the prospect.

Chuckling slightly he continued. "Your father should be back any minute so we can go over the plan in more detail so I don't have to re-explain…"And almost as if on cue the front door of the cabin swung open to admit the large form of Stoick the Vast as well as Gothi and Gobber.

"Hiccup, yer awake!" Stoick said in his booming voice as he crossed the room and scooped his son up in a crushing bear hug, effectively squeezing all the air for the boy's lungs.

"Da..can..t..bre..ath" Hiccup managed to choke out, noticing his boys distress Stoick quickly put Hiccup back on the ground and took a step back but kept a protective hand on the boy's shoulder. "Sorry, but ya had me worried there, ya keep scarin' me like that and I'll go grey." Stoick said shaking the boy's shoulder a little, as if to affirm that hiccup was really okay.

Hiccup could see the toll all this chaos was taking on his dad. Within the past few weeks his father had lost a shocking amount of weight, and grey strands could be seen starting to sprout here and there throughout his red hair and beard. Dark shadows were visible beneath the chief's eyes, and Hiccup could tell that he'd been getting less than an acceptable amount of sleep. Between doing his usual Chief duties, he'd also been trying to prepare the village for winter and take care of his mutated son. Between trying to run a whole village and trying to save his family, Hiccup didn't know when the man found time for rest.

"So how are ya feeling" Stiock asked, his tone suddenly becoming serious and concerned.

"To be frank not so good, I'm sore from head to toe and my head feels like I was hit with a mallet." Hiccup said honestly, he saw no sense in lying about his condition to his dad since he probably wouldn't believe him anyway.

"Well what do ya expect transformin' like that" Gobbler interjected in his usual jovial mood. "gave us all a fright!"

"Well it wasn't like I meant to" Hiccup retorted.

"Regardless, I'm glad yer okay…I mean for the most part anyway" Stoick said with relief plain in his voice.

"Hang on a minute.." Gobber said, pushing passed Stoick and hobbling up to Hiccup. "I…think...did ya get taller?" Gobber inquired, squinting his eyes as he sized up the Hybrid before him and using his hook hand as some sort of makeshift tool for measurement, as he drew a line in the air from Hiccup's head and back to himself. " Stoick look he's grown! He's even got some muscle on his bones" Gobber observed as he gave Hiccup's arm an experimental squeeze.

Pulling his arm out of the blacksmith's calloused grasp he backed away in embarrassment, if there was anything that made Hiccup uncomfortable it was being coddled. "Don't go getting all shy on me" Gobber chided, "Looks like the transformation did ya a few favors"

Clearing his throat, Hiccup blushed slightly but didn't grace the blacksmith with a response. "So changing the subject completely, Toothless says you came up with a plan. Mind elaborating that for me?" Hiccup asked his father who'd been looking at the pair with a glimmer of amusement in his eyes.

"Yes, yes, I tell ya while Gothi here gives you a quick once over just to be sure you're alright." Stoick assured his son as the elderly woman shuffled forward to stand in front of the young boy.

Gothi reached out with shaking fingers and grabbed one of hiccups arms and began turning it over as her hawk like eyes seemed to devour every piece of information she could discern from the strange blackened flesh covering his fingers. Mumbling something under her breath she dropped Hiccups arm and circled around him to his back, where she proceeded to poke and prod at the spikes covering his spine. Hiccup shivered at the contact, it felt strange, he knew that by all rights he shouldn't be able to feel the fingers the were now holding a single spike and applying pressure around the edges where dragon scales meet skin, but he did. He could feel his tail being lifted as Gothi held it up to examine it in the light, and used her long fingers to feel for where his spine and tail connected in his lower back. It felt strange to suddenly be able to feel appendages he'd never had before, as a dragon he hadn't really questioned his ability to feel and control the massive wings and tail, it had felt almost natural, if even a bit unwieldy since he hadn't really been used to them. However, now that said appendages were attached to his more human form they felt foreign, like they somehow weren't his. He likened it to the way it would probably feel if Gobber were suddenly able to feel his hook hand or his peg leg. After Gothi finished with her tugging on his tail she stepped back and cleared her throat.

"Hiccup, tell me how do you feel?" She inquired, her voice serious.

"Sore and a little strange…" Hiccup responded.

"Hmmm…strange how?" She asked.

" I can't really describe it… it's just… strange… kind of disconnected."

"Now that's interesting…So can you feel it when I touch your tail or the spines on your back?" She inquired, touching each in turn as she spoke.

"Yea but it feels strange, like I know I shouldn't be able to but I can." Hiccup replied

"So that's what you meant by disconnected" She said in realization. "Tell me hiccup how much control do you have over your wings? Can you move them?"

"I'm not sure, I haven't tried yet." He admitted.

"How about trying to extend them back for me?" Gothi requested.

"I can try". Hiccup concentrated on his the feeling of the heavy weight coming from his shoulder blades. He thought about making them move and extend, and as he did so he heard a faint gasp from the side of the room followed by "By Thor!" that he recognized as coming from Gobber. Looking back over his shoulder he saw what had caused the outburst. Two large wings as black as night were now fully extended back and spread wide, displaying the bat like webbing and circular scales that looked like they were made out of the purest obsidian as they glistened in the light. Although they were not quite as big as they were in his full dragon form his new wing span was still an impressive sight to behold. They extended at least twenty feet back on either side of him, giving him a mind boggling forty foot wing span.

"By the Gods" He heard his dad gasp under his breath as he eyed Hiccup's wings with shock and awe.

Gothi quickly continued her inspection, running her hands along the webbing and feeling along the bones in the wings and following them back to where they merged into Hiccup's back, were she pushed lightly to feel for were they connected. Then stepping once more back she made a sort of grumbled sound as if satisfied with what she found.

"You can put them down now, Hiccup, thank you. I think I've seen all I needed to see." She said as she folder her hands behind her back with a thoughtful expression on her elderly face making her brow furrow in concentration.

"How is he Gothi?" Stoick asked worriedly, finally shaken from his awe struck silence when Hiccup folded his wings in again against his back.

"Hmmm, from what I can tell Hiccup is in perfect health. There are no problems that I can see, but then again there has never been a case like this before. The tail appears to be attached to his spine just like any other animals would be, and the wings are attached to his shoulder blade in much the same fashion as one would expect to see in a dragon like Toothless" She stated. "The new joints felt very similar to the ones I found when I first examined Hiccup after his first transformation" elaborated the healer. "The spikes along his spine seem to behave similarly. He seems to be able to feel them when I touch them so there doesn't appear to be any nerve damage and he can move them just fine. Other than the fact that he has them at all, there appears to be nothing the matter with him." Gothi concluded.

Breathing out a sigh of relief at the first bit of good news he'd had all week, Stoick felt his tense shoulders relax.

"But why would I transform again to begin with?" Hiccup inquired, feeling slightly anxious.

"I do not know my child" Gothi said, shaking her head in defeat, her long grey braids swaying with the motion. "From what I have seen, I do not think this…gift" She wasn't sure how the young man would take to hearing the word curse so gift sounded much nicer. "...was given with malicious intent. If it was, you'd probably already be dead or in some state of ill health."

"Gift" Hiccup mimed dumbly. "Gift? You call this a gift?" He asked incredulously. "The whole village thinks I some sort of freak. Half of them want me dead, and the half that doesn't treat me so coldly they make snow feel warm!" How could she for one second think this was some kind of blessing! She didn't have to live with the shame, the crushing weight on his chest when sapphire eyes regarded him with paralyzing fear and the feeling of judgmental glares boring holes into his back everywhere he went. The pain of over hearing whispered gossip filled with words dripping with poison aimed to slaughter his very soul. No she didn't know, she didn't understand, no one did.

"I will not deny that the way the people of this village have treated you is cruel and undeserving," Gothi agreed, sorrow etched in her withered face. "However, not all see you that way. There are those that call you a hero." She reassured the angrily shaking boy. "It does not matter what they think, because regardless of what they say we are the masters of our own destiny, young chief, and it is your choice what you do with it. Do not hate them, Hiccup, pity them, for they are lost in the bitter nothingness that is ignorance, selfishness and greed. And as the Future chief it is your responsibility to help guide them to the future that you seek, and I believe in time you will become one of the strongest leaders Berk has ever known." She said pride and loyalty evident in her voice.

Hiccup stared into Gothi's elderly eyes and was stunned speechless. Never once had someone told him that they believed he would make a good chief, let alone a great one. But he saw no deceit in her eyes; she had meant every word. A warm feeling spread through his chest as he caught the look on his father's face, Stoick was smiling, no more like beaming, with pride at Gothi's words. And then a sad thought occurred to Hiccup…_Oh, this is what it must feel like to have someone believe in you… _

Clearing his throat and blinking away tears that were threatening to spill out of his eyes he turned his head to avoid everyone's gaze.

"So, about this plan…" Hiccup said trying to change to subject and nearly kicked himself when his voice came out shaky and rough.

Noticing His son's discomfort Stoick came to his rescue. "Yes, the plan. Gothi believes that yer condition is the result of some kin' of magic. But she doesn' have a way to break it." Stoick explained. "So we need ta find another healer with more knowledge on this type of enchantment, which means we're going ta need ta travel ta the out laying lands. But so far we've not been able to figure out where to start."

Grateful that his father had changed the subject hiccup nodded in understanding.

"Toothless says he has an idea of where we could look for the healer." Hiccup added "Some place called the isle of night and that the person we're looking for is called the Night mother." He elaborated.

"The Isle of Night!" Gobber gasped in recognition.

Swinging his head around to regard the blacksmith, Hiccup saw the look anxiety reflected back at him from under a pair of bushy and unruly blond brows.

"So you've heard of it?" hiccup asked, not really surprised. Gobber was like a fountain of obscure knowledge and legends, often regaling Hiccup with strange tales and facts when they were working long nights at the smithy.

"Legend has it tha' it's supposed ta be the birth place of the dragons." He explained swinging his hook hand wildly in his excitement. " So it's real then?"

Hiccup shrugged. "I don't know, I've never been there, but if Toothless says so then I guess it is."

"Where exactly is this Isle of Night?" Stoick inquired.

Turning to Toothless Hiccup exchanged a few growled and warbled words with the large reptile, to the amazement their companions. After about a minute or so Hiccup's gaze finally lifted from the dragon and returned to address the rest of the room.

"He says it a few weeks due west of here. He's not completely sure where, but he has a good idea where to look, but were going to need to travel by boat so it might take longer than a few weeks." He translated.

"Why can't ya' fly? You've got ya' feet back now, so you can work that saddle contraption right?" Stoick asked confused.

"Toothless wouldn't be able to get air born, thanks to my wings and tail I'd throw off his aerodynamics and I'm heavier then I used to be and it would tire him out to quickly. Plus, even if Toothless' tail wasn't an issue, I still don't know how to fly with my own wings." Hiccup explained.

Stoick nodded in understanding when hiccup finished his explanation. "We have a vessel ya could use, however, ya won't be going alone" the chief stated.

"Dad you can't come with me the village needs you" Hiccup argued.

"Yer right I can't," Agreed the chief. "What with preparing for winter and trying to rebuild the armory, I don't have the time. But I wasn't talkin' about me." He finished.

"Then…wh-?" He was about to asked, confused, but he was interrupted by his father instructing Gobber to go and retrieve this mysterious somebody. Who else besides his father would willingly come with him? It couldn't be Gobber, since he was needed to help rebuild the armory and he'd just left to retrieve said mystery person. And since they'd just established that most of the villagers still harbored negative feeling towards dragons and himself, he doubted very strongly that it was any of the adults. That left the dragon riders. It definitely wouldn't be Snoutlout since he'd been keeping his distance from the town freak for weeks and avoided him completely. His dad wouldn't entrust his life to the likes of the twins since he was sure they couldn't even dress themselves without help. Fishlegs was smart, but he was also on the cowardly side, so he was sure his father would choose someone who was more of a warrior. Then and Idea struck him just as the door swung open again to reveal Gobber and the mystery individual. _Oh no_…

Guess what, I'm not Dead! Amazing I know. Wow this chapter was long, nearly 6,000 words, you're welcome. I apologize for my prolonged absence I know I had promised more regular updates and then just kinda dropped off the face of the earth, not very cool of me I know. However, the last few months have been a bit of a challenge for me, my family experienced a recent loss and It was hard to pick up the pieces. Then fall semester started up and I just didn't have the time. So it's been a bit hectic for me. However things have finally calmed down and I finally have some time to work on this fic again. I can't promise weekly updates since I am currently still in school but I'll try to at least conform to a bi weekly schedule. Thank you to everyone that has followed me up until this point and for your patients, I really appreciate it. PLEASE,PLEASE, PLEASE review, they help me more than you know.
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